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FOREWORD 

BY 

REV.  J.  STUART  HOLDEN,  M.A. 

VICAR     OF     ST.     PAUL'S,     PORTMAN     SQUARE,     LONDON,     W. 
Author  of  "  The  Holy  Gospels  Opened,"  etc. 


writer  of  this  volume^ 
F.  C.  Cflass^  is  an  honoured 
^Missionary  of  the  Evangelical  Union 
of  South  ^America.  The  story  of 
(jod's  grace  and  of  His  power  to 
save  to  the  uttermost^  which  he  here 
tells  ^  cannot  fail  to  thrill  all  whose 
interests  are  already  enlisted  in  the 
work  of  the  Kingdom.  3\(or  can 
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it  fail  as  an  authentication  of 
Christ  to  those  who  are  themselves 
as  yet  not  convinced  by  personal 
experience  of  His  claims.  ^Mis 
sionary  work  of  this  sort  moves 
upon  the  plane  of  the  supernatural. 
It  is  not  explicable  on  any  other 
ground  than  that  of  Chrisf s  mir 
aculous  energies  put  forth  through 
His  surrendered  servants,  of  whom 
ZMr.  Qlass  is  indeed  one.  I  rejoice 
to  bear  testimony  to  the  character 
of  the  man,  which  is  sufficient  at 
testation  of  the  truth  of  the  record 
he  here  sets  out.  That  it  may  add 
to  the  glory  of  the  Saviour  and  the 
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extension  of  His  Kingdom  in  the 
hearts  of  His  people^  and  par 
ticularly  in  South  ^America  ^  is  his 
prayerful  desire — and  mine. 

J.  STUART  HOLDEN. 

July   1914. 
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WITH  THE  BIBLE  IN  BRAZIL 

CHAPTER    I 

HAPPY   PETER   (PEDRO   FELIZ) 

A  RRIVING  at  Goyaz,  the  most  distant  point 
J~\  from  the  coast  to  which  the  Gospel  had  then 
been  carried  in  South  America,  my  companion — a 
Brazilian  colporteur — and  I  set  to  work  to  establish 
a  centre  of  permanent  Evangelical  effort  among 
Roman  Catholics,  which  would  also  constitute  a 
base  from  which  further  advance  might  be  made 
into  the  Indian  territory  beyond.  We  rented  a 
small  hall  in  the  centre  of  the  town,  had  some  seats 
and  a  platform  made,  and  started  without  any 
formalities. 

We  held  nightly  meetings  which  were  crowded,  in 
spite  of  the  organized  opposition  of  the  Dominican 
priests,  those  loyal  sons  of  the  great  Inquisitor. 

It  was  very  uphill  work,  as  the  wealthy  and 
official  classes  soon  drew  off  when  we  settled  down 
to  serious  business  and  preached  repentance.  Our 
attendance  fell  off  to  twenty  or  thirty ;  but  then 


14  THE  BIBLE  IN  BRAZIL 

we  began  to  see  results.  Strange  to  say,  the  first- 
fruits  were  all  soldiers,  six  of  them.1 

Some  of  these  young  men  at  once  commenced  work, 
scattering  tracts  among  their  comrades,  and  helping 
forward  the  cause  in  other  ways.  They  were 
scoffed  at,  ill-treated,  and  stoned  in  the  public 
streets,  but  all  proved  faithful.  One  day  two  of 
them  brought  me  a  remarkable  piece  of  news. 
While  on  sentry  guard  duty  at  the  prison  they  were 
giving  away  tracts  to  the  convicts,  and  found  one 
man  amongst  them  who  had  in  his  possession  a 
Bible  which  he  had  received  several  years  before, 
and  who  appeared  to  be  converted.  I  then  recol 
lected  how  on  a  previous  visit  to  Goyaz  I  had  dis 
tributed  tracts  in  the  prison — a  custom  with  me  at 
every  town  I  entered.  One  of  the  prisoners  there 
bought  a  Bible,  and  no  doubt  this  was  the  same 
man ;  but  I  hardly  credited  their  report  of  his 
conversion. 

Next  morning  I  walked  over  to  the  prison  to 
investigate.  Obtaining  permission  to  pass  the 
sentries,  and  a  second  permit  from  the  jailer, 
I  ascended  the  steps,  and  passed  along  one  or 
two  dirty,  dark  corridors,  until  I  faced  a  heavily 
barred  window  let  into  the  wall.  Peering  through, 
I  found  there  was  a  second  barred  window  about 

1  We  have  a  fine  work  among  the  soldiers,  police,  and 
firemen  of  Brazil;  and  the  great  majority  of  our  native 
pastors,  evangelists,  and  colporteurs  are  drawn  from  this 
class. 
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two  feet  beyond,  for  additional  security.  There 
was  no  door,  the  only  access  to  the  cells  being 
by  means  of  trap-doors  in  the  floors  of  the  rooms 
above. 

For  some  time  I  could  perceive  nothing  in  the 
gloom  beyond  that  second  window,  though  acutely 
conscious  of  a  very  evil  stench,  and  the  rustle  of  a 
rat  darting  across  the  intervening  space.  After  a 
few  minutes  I  could  discern  a  large  cell,  filthy  and 
foul  to  a  degree,  probably  never  washed  out  since 
the  ramshackle  old  prison  was  built  in  the  old 
colonial  days,  over  a  century  back. 

I  could  make  out  a  dozen  men  or  more  lying  about 
on  the  floor ;  there  being  no  benches,  seats,  or  beds, 
while  the  sanitary  arrangements  were  practically  nil. 
Some  of  these  poor  creatures  had  been  incarcerated 
in  this  hole  from  ten  to  twenty  years ;  and  some 
had  been  there  for  years,  never  having  even  been 
tried. 

The  Brazilian  prisons  of  the  interior  are  a  disgrace 
to  humanity ;  and  I  speak  feelingly,  for  I  tested 
the  rigours  of  their  accommodation  myself,  twenty 
years  ago,  on  the  occasion  of  a  revolution. 

At  the  far  end  of  the  cell,  several  convicts  were 
striding  up  and  down  like  wild  beasts,  and  some 
of  the  prisoners  were  gibbering  lunatics — a  common 
sight  in  Brazilian  prisons. 

I  called  out  the  name  of  the  man  I  wanted,  and 
had  to  call  several  times  ere  I  attracted  any 
attention ;  and  then  I  saw  one  of  the  dark  figures 
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advancing  towards  me,  stepping  over  the  recumbent 
bodies  of  his  fellow-prisoners. 

As  he  drew  near  the  inner  barred  window,  the 
dim  light  that  shone  behind  me  lit  up  his  face— the 
beautiful,  bright,  smiling  face  of  Pedro  Feliz ;  and, 
as  he  stretched  his  hand  across  the  intervening  space, 
it  was  for  a  grip  of  real  fellowship  and  union  in 
Christ.  How  wonderful  was  that  first  interview ! 
How  marvellously  God  had  taught  him  !  How  much 
he  knew  of  God's  Word — for  he  had  read  the  Bible 
through  many  times  ! 

Then  he  told  me  his  history.  While  yet  a  youth 
he  had  been  terrorized  by  a  local  ruffian  into  assist 
ing  him  one  night  to  commit  a  robbery.  This  was 
carried  through,  but  he  was  horrified  to  have  to 
witness  the  murder  of  a  poor  old  woman  in  the 
accomplishment  of  the  crime.  Both  were  arrested, 
and  sent  to  prison  to  await  their  trial.  Then 
the  murderer  himself  died;  and,  when  some  time 
later  the  trial  came  on,  Pedro,  as  an  accom 
plice,  received  the  full  sentence  of  thirty  years' 
imprisonment.  After  fifteen  long  years  (and  oh, 
the  unspeakable  agony  of  them  !),  into  the  wretched 
ness  of  that  awful  life  came  a  Bible.  He  taught 
himself  to  read  it ;  and  then  God's  Holy  Spirit  un 
folded  to  his  mind  and  heart  the  wonderful  truth 
as  it  is  in  Jesus,  with  its  healing  and  transforming 
power.  What  he  had  to  endure  on  account  of  his 
faith  can  be  faintly  imagined,  under  such  circum 
stances.  Nearly  all  his  companions  were  callous, 
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cruel  murderers — criminals  of  the  very  lowest  type ; 
but  there  he  stood — the  greatest  miracle  of  God's 
grace  I  had  ever  seen. 

That  was  the  first  of  many  visits  with  little  Bible 
talks  and  prayer  through  those  iron  bars.  This 
went  on  for  about  another  month  or  so,  when  I 
received  unexpected  news  from  the  coast,  that 
my  only  remaining  companion  was  giving  up 
the  work.  This  necessitated  my  leaving  Goyaz 
and  returning  to  our  headquarters  in  Sao  Paulo. 
We  had  just  held  our  first  baptismal  service,  five 
of  the  soldiers  mentioned  thus  obeying  the  Lord's 
command.  When  I  visited  the  prison  to  bid  fare 
well  to  Pedro,  I  found  him  sad  and  troubled,  though 
he  still  made  an  effort  to  smile.  But  his  regret 
was  not  on  account  of  my  leaving,  for  he  exclaimed 
in  a  sorrowful  voice,  "  So  you  are  going  away, 
Senhor  Frederico,  and  I  have  never  been  baptized ; 
and  who  knows  if  I  shall  ever  see  you  again.  I  have 
observed  that  in  the  old  days  the  believers  were 
always  baptized,  and  I  did  so  want  to  be  baptized." 

I  found  the  soldiers  had  told  him  of  our  little 
ceremony,  which  had  greatly  blessed  them. 

"  Well,  Pedro,"  I  replied,  "it  is  not  baptism 
that  saves,  but  repentance  and  faith  in  the  Lord 
Jesus." 

Pedro  rejoined  that  he  knew  that,  but  he  wanted 

to  be  baptized.     I  said  that  it  was  quite  right  for 

him  to  desire  it,  but  under  the  circumstances  within 

those    prison    bars    it    was    impossible ;    neverthe- 
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less,  seeing  that  he  was  sincerely  desirous  of 
obeying  this  command,  I  was  sure  that  the 
Lord  would  accept  the  will  for  the  deed,  that  he 
could  consider  the  question  as  though  he  really 
were  baptized,  and  be  perfectly  at  ease  about  the 
matter. 

No !  Pedro  was  not  at  ease,  and  could  not  see 
matters  in  this  light ;  so  that  our  final  good-bye 
was  rather  a  sad  one. 

A  few  hours  later,  while  busy  making  my  last 
preparations  for  the  long  journey  back  to  the  coast, 
a  soldier  looked  in  at  the  window  and  handed  me  a 
note. 

It  was  from  Pedro,  explaining  that  very  shortly 
after  I  had  left,  the  head  jailer  had  visited  his  cell 
and  selected  two  of  the  inmates  to  carry  the  prison 
sweepings  down  to  the  river  next  morning ;  and  that 
one  of  the  two  chosen  was  himself. 

Occasionally  the  prison  is  swept,  or,  at  best,  parts 
of  it ;  and  the  resultant  filth  has  to  be  carried  by 
convicts  to  a  point  on  the  river  Vermelho,  a  mile 
away,  to  be  tipped  into  the  waters. 

"  Meet  me  to-morrow  morning  on  the  river  bank 
by  six  o'clock,"  wrote  Pedro,  indicating  the  spot. 
There  was  no  need  to  explain  the  purpose  of  the 
appointment.  God  had  wonderfully  opened  up  a 
way  for  him  to  fulfil  his  heart's  desire. 

Early  next  morning,  before  the  hour  fixed,  I 
had  found  a  suitable  place  for  the  baptism;  and 
punctually  at  six,  I  saw  a  little  company  marching 
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over  the  fields  in  the  direction  of  the  river.  There 
were  the  two  prisoners,  with  five  soldiers,  four 
of  whom  were  converted  and  baptized  men,  who 
to  my  surprise  had  been  chosen  for  that  duty. 
They  formed  up  in  line,  and  a  little  service  was 
held.  I  baptized  Pedro ;  and  with  a  radiant  face 
he  bade  me  farewell,  returning  with  unspeakable 
joy  in  his  heart  to  the  prospect  of  incarceration  for 
fifteen  years  more  in  that  dismal  cell. 

It  is  no  easy  matter  to  live  as  a  Christian 
in  the  midst  of  the  terrible  sin  and  blasphemy  of 
a  Brazilian  prison ;  but  from  the  moment  he  came 
out  so  boldly  on  the  Lord's  side,  Pedro  strove  by  lip 
and  life  to  attract  his  fellow-prisoners  to  Jesus 
Christ.  Some  received  his  words  with  appreciation ; 
others  mocked  and  reviled,  and  made  his  life  still 
harder  for  him :  but  he  kept  on,  and  soon  had  the 
supreme  satisfaction  of  seeing  two  other  prisoners 
pass  into  the  light,  through  his  testimony. 

These  were  the  first-fruits  of  an  abundant  harvest. 
Then  a  new  and  wonderful  idea  came  to  him ; 
could  he  not  touch  the  lives  of  his  fellow-country 
men  outside  the  prison  walls  ?  He  was  a  shoe 
maker,  and  was  allowed  by  the  authorities  to  work 
at  his  trade,  the  money  thus  earned  being  used  to 
buy  little  luxuries  of  food  and  clothing  otherwise 
denied  him.  Could  he  not  do  without  these  things, 
and,  living  on  the  bare  prison  fare,  be  able  to  use 
the  money  saved  that  way,  in  sending  the  Gospel 
to  those  outside  ?  They  were  in  the  spiritual  dark- 
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ness  of  Romish  night,  while  through  his  prison  bars 
shone  such  abundant  light. 

Deep  joy  filled  Pedro's  heart  as  he  saw  the 
money  accumulating.  Then  one  day,  getting  leave 
from  the  prison  authorities,  he  sent  a  sum  of  money, 
equivalent  to  about  seven  shillings,  to  the  far-away 
headquarters  of  the  Mission  to  which  I  belonged. 
He  had  the  satisfaction  of  hearing  soon  after  that 
the  money  had  been  spent  in  extending  the  know 
ledge  of  the  Word  of  God,  and  repeatedly  he  sent 
his  savings  to  hasten  the  coming  of  the  Kingdom 
of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  in  his  own  land. 

Several  years  elapsed  before  I  saw  Pedro  again, 
and  then  I  found  his  circumstances  had  improved. 
Like  Joseph  of  old,  he  had  found  favour  with  his 
jailer,  and  had  been  released  from  his  cell  and  vile 
surroundings. 

His  new  quarters  were  in  the  old  disused  Roman 
Catholic  chapel,  which  still  retained  its  images 
and  other  superstitious  paraphernalia.  Here  he 
had  his  own  bed ;  and  he  cobbled  away  at  his  shoes 
in  peace  and  relative  comfort. 

But  his  spirit  was  grieved  by  the  aforesaid  idols, 
etc.,  so  I  managed  to  obtain  some  large  Scripture 
wall-texts,  which  Pedro  nailed  up  all  round  the 
chapel.  Some  of  the  converted  prisoners  in  the 
cells  beneath  did  the  same  with  their  walls.  Soon 
after  this,  one  of  the  Dominican  monks  who  rule  the 
people  of  that  region,  heard  of  my  frequent  visits, 
and  entered  the  prison,  haranging  some  of  the  con- 
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victs,  bidding  them  beware  of  the  English  heretic. 
When  he  visited  the  chapel  he  was  horrified  at  the 
transformation.  He  rebuked  Pedro  severely,  and 
tried  to  confound  him  in  argument ;  but,  as  the  poor 
convict  would  quote  the  Bible,  the  priest  could  do 
nothing  with  him;  and  after  several  subsequent 
attempts  to  bring  him  back  to  the  fold  of  the  Church, 
he  abandoned  the  effort  in  despair.  On  the  follow 
ing  Sunday,  Pedro  was  turned  out  of  his  quarters, 
and  a  mass  was  held  in  the  chapel,  to  which  all  the 
convicts  were  compelled  to  attend,  as  true  sons  of 
the  Church. 

Taking  advantage  of  this  action,  I  applied 
to  the  authorities  for  permission  to  preach.  I 
claimed  that  as  the  Brazilian  Constitution  did  not 
officially  recognize  one  religion  more  than  another, 
and  seeing  that  the  priests  had  held  a  mass,  I, 
too,  should  have  liberty  to  hold  a  Gospel  meeting 
in  the  prison,  it  being  a  Government  establish 
ment. 

This  application  made  quite  a  stir  in  ecclesiastical 
quarters,  and  for  some  time  the  claim  was  resisted ; 
but  finally  I  appealed  to  the  President,  and  my 
application  was  granted.  Next  Sunday  morning 
at  eight  o'clock  the  jailer  went  round  the  prison 
cells,  clanked  his  keys  at  the  barred  windows,  and 
called  out,  "  Anybody  wanting  to  attend  a  Protest 
ant  mass  ?  "  For  all  who  desired  to  be  present, 
a  ladder  was  lowered  through  the  trap-door  over 
head,  some  twenty  or  thirty  convicts  gathering  in 
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the  chapel  for  the  first  Gospel  service,  and  Pedro's 
bright  face  beamed  brighter  than  ever. 

That  weekly  meeting  on  Sunday  morning  has 
been  continued  to  this  day,  and  about  eight  other 
convicts  have  been  converted,  while  many  hundreds 
of  others  have  been  favourably  influenced  by  the 
Word  preached  and  by  the  testimony  of  their  fellow- 
prisoners,  especially  that  of  Pedro. 

His  bright,  happy  smile  attracted  many  of  his 
sad,  comfortless  companions.  During  all  the  years 
I  knew  him  in  that  prison,  with  all  his  privations 
and  sufferings,  I  never  heard  Pedro  complain;  he 
always  made  the  best  of  everything,  and  praised 
the  Lord. 

When  a  few  years  ago  I  began  to  prepare  for  my 
long-anticipated  expedition  of  investigation  among 
the  wild  Caraja  Indians  of  the  Araguaya  River,  the 
only  special  monetary  help  I  received  towards  the 
expenses  of  the  expedition  was  the  sum  of  £2  los. 
from  my  convict  brother.  When  we  presented  our 
first  little  child  to  the  Lord,  Pedro  was  present 
with  prison  guards,  and  he  took  her  in  his  arms, 
offering  the  dedicatory  prayer. 

Two  years  ago,  in  answer  to  much  prayer  in 
many  lands,  the  President  of  the  State,  by  an 
unusual  act  of  clemency,  forgave  Pedro  the  re 
mainder  of  his  sentence  ;  and,  having  been  used 
in  the  prison  to  the  conversion  of  so  many,  besides 
exercising  immense  influence  for  good  over  all  with 
whom  he  came  in  contact,  Pedro  then  found  it 
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possible  to  undertake  a  wider  ministry.  He  is  now 
starting  work  as  a  Bible  colporteur,  and  many  are 
watching  his  career  with  the  deepest  interest. 

We  speak  of  our  limitations — that  we  have  no  call 
to  the  Foreign  Mission  Field,  no  special  capacity, 
and  that  there  is  so  little  we  can  do ;  but  surely  it 
is  beyond  question  that,  compared  with  those  of 
the  Brazilian  prisoner,  confined  within  four  walls 
and  under  such  conditions,  our  opportunities,  with 
all  the  privileges  of  liberty  and  Christian  fellowship, 
are  boundless.  Can  we,  who  live  in  the  beautiful 
homes  of  a  favoured  land,  afford  to  be  behind  this 
poor  black  man  ? 

Love  is  measured  by  deeds,  and  not  by  words. 
Pedro  has  seen  his  high  calling  in  Christ,  to  be  a 
partner  with  Him  in  bringing  many  to  salvation. 

Oh  that  God  would  give  us  all  a  like  vision, 
so  that,  with  this  example  of  Happy  Peter  before 
us,  our  lives  and  means  might  be  laid  in  glad  sur 
render  at  His  feet ! 


CHAPTER    II 

THE   CONVERTED   PRIEST 

ABOUT  ten  years  ago  there  liyed  in  the  im 
portant  interior  city  of  Juiz  de  Fora  a 
priest  named  Father  Hyppolyte  Campos. 

He  was  the  Roman  Catholic  vicar  of  the  city, 
and  enjoyed  a  wide  reputation  for  eloquence  and 
learning — qualifications  not  very  often  met  with 
among  his  class. 

A  very  zealous  and  convinced  believer  in  the 
infallibility  of  his  Church,  he  knew  by  heart  all  the 
Jesuitical  arguments  against  Protestantism,  and 
very  clever  and  subtle  they  are.  Woe  betide  the 
Gospel  controversialist  who  meets  with  a  man  like 
Father  Hyppolyte,  unless  he  is  absolutely  sound 
and  secure  on  the  whole  Word  of  God. 

With  such  a  reputation,  this  priest  was  in  great 
demand  in  every  district  of  the  diocese  in  which 
Gospel  messengers  had  appeared;  and  too  often 
his  astute  eloquence  succeeded  in  stifling  the  first 
germ  of  life  sown  by  the  wayside.  But  it  was 
not  universally  so ;  for  he  occasionally  met  a  man 

or  woman  who  had  read  the  Bible,  and  who  could 

24 
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easily  confuse  him  with  the  simplest  questions,  such 
as  :  "  Where  is  the  Apostolic  teaching  on  Purgatory, 
the  intercession  of  Saints,  the  Confessional?  " — and 
so  forth. 

Noting  that  most  of  these  dissenters  were  illi 
terate  humble  folk,  he  felt  the  more  perplexed  and 
annoyed  with  the  situation ;  and  he  at  last  resolved 
to  silence  these  impertinent  heretics  by  studying 
the  Catholic  Bible,  in  order  to  refute  them  out  of  the 
same. 

This  was  more  easily  said  than  done.  By  the 
wisdom  of  the  sixteenth-century  Council  of  Trent, 
it  was  laid  down  that  no  priest  should  read  the 
Scriptures  without  the  written  consent  of  his  Bishop, 
under  penalty  of  excommunication.  Such  is  Roman 
fear  of  the  Bible  in  the  hands  of  her  own  priests  I 

Needless  to  say,  the  priest  who  dares  to  ask  for 
this  liberty  becomes  an  object  of  suspicion,  and  is  a 
marked  man  thereafter — with  very  good  reason,  as 
we  shall  see. 

Father  Hyppolyte  wrote  to  his  Bishop,  exposing 
the  difficulty  of  his  situation,  and  asking  ecclesi 
astical  permission  to  read  the  Bible  approved  by 
the  "  holy  Church,"  in  order  to  confound  these 
heretics. 

Receiving  no  reply,  he  repeated  his  request,  and 
met  with  a  curt  refusal.  He  expostulated  and 
urged  the  advantages  to  be  gained,  without,  however, 
inducing  his  Bishop  to  relax  the  general  rule. 

At  last,  thoroughly  aroused  and  somewhat 
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indignant,  he  wrote  in  such  downright  terms  that 
he  received  an  "  approved  "  Bible  by  the  next  mail. 

One  of  the  many  unscrupulous  methods  of  Rome 
to  keep  the  Bible  from  the  people  is  to  declare  that 
the  Protestant  version  is  an  entirely  corrupt  and 
mutilated  one  —  Biblias  falsas  (false  Bibles)  they 
call  them;  but  they  are  careful  that  the  "true 
Bible  "  is  out  of  the  people's  reach,  the  cheapest 
version  costing  £4. 

Father  Hyppolyte  was  soon  immersed  in  his 
Church's  Bible,  which,  as  is  well  known,  so  closely 
resembles  our  own,  with  the  exception  of  the  few 
apocryphal  books  of  the  Old  Testament. 

First  of  all  he  searched  for  apostolic  approval  of 
Purgatory,  that  corner  stone  of  Romish  supersti 
tion,  and  was  not  a  little  disturbed  to  find  no  mention 
of  it  whatever  from  cover  to  cover.  Somewhat 
disconcerted,  he  next  sought  confirmation  of  the 
other  doctrines  of  his  Church  which  had  been 
questioned ;  and  one  by  one  they  were  met  by 
either  absolute  silence  or  a  direct  negative  from 
the  Bible  of  his  own  Church.  It  began  to  dawn 
on  his  mind  that  he  had  been  deceived,  and  in 
turn  had  become  a  deceiver,  which  troubled  his 
conscience ;  but,  not  being  fully  enlightened  to 
the  truth  of  the  Gospel,  he  resolved  to  remain  a 
priest. 

Shortly  after  this,  Father  Hyppolyte,  calling  one 
evening  at  the  house  of  a  friend,  heard  the  sound  of 
singing  in  or  near  the  house. 
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"  What's  that  ?  "  he  inquired. 

"Why,  don't  you  know?"  rejoined  his  friend; 
"  it's  the  Protestantes.  They  have  rented  the 
place  next  door,  and  have  regular  meetings,  and 
many  Catholics  are  attending.  Come  this  way, 
and  from  a  side  window  you  can  see  right  into  their 
hall." 

From  the  shadow  of  the  dark  room  the  priest 
gazed  into  that  little  assembly. 

The  hymn  had  ceased,  and  the  missionary  led 
in  a  prayer  which  strangely  affected  the  Father; 
so  that  when  the  Gospel  discourse  commenced 
there  was  no  more  earnest  listener  than  that  hidden 
priest. 

At  the  close  of  the  service  the  priest  bade  farewell 
to  his  friend,  but  not  without  first  casually  inquiring 
how  often  these  meetings  were  held. 

As  if  by  chance,  when  the  evening  of  the  next 
meeting  arrived,  Father  Hyppolyte  again  visited 
his  friend,  and  once  more  he  listened  to  the  Gospel 
message  from  that  dark  side  window. 

This  continued  for  some  time,  until  at  last  con 
viction  laid  hold  of  the  priest  so  strongly  that  he 
sought  an  interview  with  the  missionary ;  and  it 
ended  in  his  very  definite  acceptance  of  Christ. 

He  immediately  doffed  his  ecclesiastical  robes  and 
sent  in  his  resignation  to  the  Bishop,  explaining  the 
reason  for  his  step.  The  result  was  a  terrible  up 
roar  among  the  Roman  Catholic  hierarchy,  and  every 
agency  was  put  into  movement  to  turn  him  from 
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his  resolution.  Celebrated  priests,  like  Julis  Maria, 
and  Catholic  statesmen  pressed  him  on  every  hand 
with  alternating  threats  and  promises,  and  his  life 
was  in  peril.  But  in  spite  of  all  that  Rome  could 
do,  he  stood  steadfast  in  the  storm  and  never  looked 
back.  Withdrawing  from  the  public  gaze,  he 
applied  himself  to  the  Scriptures.  Three  years 
later  he  was  received  as  a  local  preacher  in  the 
American  Methodist  Mission,  and  he  is  now  (1914) 
pastor  of  their  largest  congregation  in  Brazil ; 
by  his  eloquent  appeals  powerfully  convincing  all 
who  listen  of  the  pure  Truth  of  the  Gospel  of  Jesus 
Christ,  as  contrasted  with  the  deceptions  and  false 
hoods  of  Rome. 


TRANSLATION  OF  AN  ARTICLE  BY  THE  EX-PRIEST 
HYPPOLYTE,  SHOWING  HIS  PRESENT  ESTIMATE 
OF  THE  CHURCH  OF  ROME 

"  The  Church  of  Rome  in  Brazil,  as  elsewhere, 
is  the  Pope  :  ubi  Petrus  ibi  Ecclesia.  If 
of  the  inhabitants  of  the  globe,  only  one  united 
himself  with  the  Pope,  obeying  him  in  matters  of 
faith  and  custom,  he  only  would  be  saved,  and  all 
remaining  who  should  refuse  that  obedience  would 
perish. 

"The  worship  of  Saints,  the  Index,  the  Bull,  In 
Ccena  Domini,  the  Syllabus,  are  part  of  the 
Christian  doctrine  of  the  Roman  Church,  and  all 
their  details  constitute  dogmas  of  faith  for  faithful 
Romanists. 

"  Salvation  is  obtained  by  baptism,  by  auricular 
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confession,  by  devotion  to  the  Saints,  and  to  the 
guardian  angels,  but  principally  by  devotion  to 
Our  Lady. 

"  If  the  faithful  Romanist  cannot  put  into  practice 
the  other  means  of  salvation — the  sacrament,  and 
the  devotion  to  other  saints,  with  good  works — 
but  retains  a  sincere  devotion  to  Mary,  even  though 
he  were  the  greatest  sinner,  or  the  most  perverse 
assassin,  he  will  be  saved ;  it  sufficing  to  guarantee 
his  salvation  that  he  wear  round  his  neck  a  scapular 
of  Nossa  Lentora  de  Boa-Morte  (Our  Lady  of  a  good 
death). 

"  Servus  Marice  non  paribit  (serve  Mary  and  ye 
shall  not  perish)  declare  all  the  papish  theologians 
and  preachers,  with  the  approval  of  '  His  Infallible 
Holiness/ 

"  Says  the  Bishop  Feliz  Donpanloup,  '  The  most 
depraved  and  lost  young  man,  who  recites  every 
day  0  Memorare  o  pussima  Virgo  Maria  will  not 
go  to  Hell.  Ad  Jesum  per  Mariam'  ('We  will  go 
to  Jesus  by  devotion  to  Mary '),  etc.  etc. 

"  The  deplorable  results  of  this  monstrous  doc 
trine  are  manifested  in  the  lives  of  the  majority  of 
Rome's  adepts.  Their  two  principal  means  of 
salvation — devotion  to  Mary  as  the  infallible  means, 
and  attrition  (imperfect  repentance)  with  the 
absolution  of  the  priest  in  place  of  perfect  repent 
ance — these  two  diabolical  heresies,  besides  the 
thousands  of  superstitious  practices  as  secondary 
means  of  salvation  among  Roman  Catholics  in 
Brazil,  demonstrate  in  an  unequivocal  manner 
the  great  need  of  the  preaching  of  the  Gospel  in 
this  country.  To  say  that  Brazil  does  not  need 
Missions  is  equivalent  to  saying  you  do  not  know 
what  Romanism  is  among  us. 

"  The  witch  doctor  of  Africa  is  no  more  involved 
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in  darkness  than  the  Romanist  in  Brazil,  with  his 
innumerable  and  almost  incredible  superstitions, 
and  service  of  adoration  of  a  god  of  flour  made 
by  the  priest. 

"  We  will  not  make  mention  of  the  expiatory 
Mass  or  Purgatory,  nor  yet  of  Indulgences  or  papal 
blessings  until  the  third  and  fourth  generation,  or 
of  their  other  absurd  and  heretical  teaching,  for 
all  Christians  will  know  these  things. 

"  What  many  educated  and  religious  men  ignore 
is  that  the  Brazilian  Roman  Catholic  with  his  super 
stitions  is  far  below  the  most  unhappy  people 
in  the  world,  and  his  conversion  is  much  more 
difficult  than  that  of  any  pagan." 


CHAPTER    III 

MY   FIRST   EXPEDITION 

I  HAD  only  that  day  descended  from  my  bedroom 
for  the  first  time  after  a  very  severe  illness 
which  left  me  in  an  extremely  weak  condition, 
when  a  letter  arrived  from  the  far-away  coast  city 
of  Victoria,  where  we  had  lately  opened  up  a 
Gospel  work. 

The  news  conveyed  was  very  discouraging.  Our 
colleague  there,  in  direct  contradiction  to  our 
principles,  had  run  into  debt,  just  at  a  period  when 
our  general  funds  were  very  low.  There  was 
nothing  for  it  but  to  close  down  the  work  there, 
at  least  for  a  time,  and  recall  him.  There  was  a 
difficulty,  however :  we  had  at  Victoria  a  troop  of 
animals,  in  which  we  had  invested  a  very  large  sum. 
They  could  be  sold,  but  only  at  a  sacrifice  we 
would  not  contemplate ;  and  it  was  quite  clear  that 
our  fellow-worker  could  not  bring  a  troop  of  six 
animals  a  journey  of  over  400  miles  overland  with 
out  some  assistance. 

Who  could  go  to  help  him  ?  In  the  city  where  I 
was  staying,  the  then  capital  of  Ouro  Preto,  resided 
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the  only  other  member  of  our  little  band.  He 
was  a  married  man,  and  circumstances  made  it 
almost  impossible  for  him  to  leave  his  wife. 
It  was  clear  that  my  duty  was  to  go ;  and  though 
in  my  weak  condition  it  seemed  rash  and  pre 
sumptuous,  I  could  only  leave  the  risk  with  my 
Father. 

That  afternoon  I  packed  my  bag,  and  managed 
with  some  pain  and  difficulty  to  reach  the  rail 
way  station,  where  I  bought  a  ticket  for  Rio  de 
Janeiro.  I  was  too  weak  to  sit  upright ;  but  as 
I  travelled  third  class  I  was  able  to  stretch  out 
on  the  long,  bare,  side  seat,  and  to  travel  in  this 
way  the  sixteen-hour  journey  to  the  capital  of 
Brazil. 

Arrived  there,  after  a  day  or  two  I  obtained  a 
steerage  passage  on  a  coasting  steamer  which 
touched  at  Victoria;  and  there  being  no  sleeping 
accommodation,  I  passed  the  night  on  the  top 
deck,  very  sick. 

The  next  day,  on  going  ashore  at  my  destina 
tion  I  was  in  rather  a  limp  condition.  I  found 
things  were  in  a  bad  shape;  and  after  settling 
up  all  our  accounts,  the  balance  we  had  in  hand 
was  only  a  pound  or  two,  with  which  to  face 
the  long  journey  across  to  Ouro  Preto.  But  we 
had  a  good  stock  of  Scriptures,  to  which  we 
looked  as  a  means  of  paying  our  expenses ;  and 
within  a  day  or  two  we  started. 

My  poor  companion,  Frank,  if  he  erred  in  running 
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into  debt,  certainly  paid  for  his  sin  on  that 
journey ;  for,  at  least  for  the  best  part  of  the  way, 
he  had  to  do  all  the  heavy  work,  as  I  had  no  strength 
for  it.  To  raise  the  heavy  boxes  of  books  and 
hitch  them  to  the  pack  saddles  is  exhausting  work ; 
and  all  I  could  do  after  he  had  loaded  one  side 
was  to  lean  against  the  box  to  preserve  the  balance 
until  the  other  heavy  box  had  been  slung  on  the 
opposite  side.  For  a  considerable  part  of  the 
journey,  too,  he  almost  had  to  lift  me  into  the 
saddle  and  off  again  whenever  necessary,  as  I  had 
not  power  to  raise  myself  in  the  stirrup. 

The  first  few  days  we  had  trouble  with  the  mules, 
which  were  skittish,  and  kicked  off  their  loads,  so 
that  boxes  and  books  were  strewn  by  the  wayside. 
At  other  times  the  whole  troop  would  stampede  into 
the  forest,  and  it  was  a  good  thing  that  Frank  was 
a  soundly  converted  man. 

After  a  few  days,  however,  things  settled  down 
somewhat,  and  we  found  that  with  the  sales  of  our 
books  we  were  able  to  meet  all  our  expenses  of 
lodging  for  ourselves,  and  accommodation  and  food 
for  our  troop,  even  though  the  rates  charged  at  some 
of  these  country  hotels  are  very  exorbitant.  We 
had  been  travelling  this  way  for  nearly  a  week,  and 
were  reaching  a  very  thinly  populated  region,  when 
disaster  overtook  us.  It  was  at  the  little  town  of 
St.  Leopoldina,  the  last  town  we  had  to  pass  for  a 
couple  of  hundred  miles. 

I  was  still  new  to  Bible  work,  and  lacked  the  tact 
5 


34  THE  BIBLE  IN  BRAZIL 

and  prudence  that  only  comes  with  experience; 
so  it  happened  that  I  had  the  great  misfortune 
to  run  against  the  local  tax  collector,  a  strong 
Romanist,  and  failing  to  explain  matters  to  his  satis 
faction,  I  was  unjustly  fined  £2  los.  for  selling 
books  without  a  licence.  After  paying  the  fine 
and  our  hotel  bill,  I  found  that  we  only  had  two 
shillings  left,  and  nearly  350  miles  }^et  to  be 
covered  !  That  evening  we  bought  a  tin  pot,  two 
litres  of  beans,  some  rice,  salt,  and  dried  beef, 
which  cost  just  the  balance  in  hand. 

Next  morning  we  set  out  on  the  new  manage 
ment,  and  when  breakfast-time  came  we  halted 
and  unloaded  our  animals ;  and  while  Frank  found 
the  firewood  and  kindled  a  flame,  I  cleaned  the  rice 
and  chopped  up  some  small  pieces  of  dried  beef  to 
mix  with  the  same.  We  voted  that  breakfast  a 
great  success  ;  but  as  the  shades  of  night  appeared, 
we  wondered  what  would  happen,  as  we  only  had 
fourpence — the  product  of  sales  of  Gospels  by  the 
road. 

Arriving  at  a  wayside  farm,  I  was  told  that  we 
could  turn  our  animals  into  the  enclosed  pasture 
for  the  sum  of  fourpence,  but  nothing  was  said  about 
our  accommodation,  except  that  we  could  put 
our  saddles  and  baggage  in  the  loft  of  a  dirty  neigh 
bouring  hen-roost.  Our  dinner  of  beans  was  far 
from  being  satisfactory,  as  they  had  not  been  soaked 
over-night ;  and  we  felt  too  proud  to  ask  for  what 
we  were  not  prepared  to  pay  for,  even  though  it  was 
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almost  certain  nothing  would  have  been  expected, 
for  the  Brazilians  generally  are  a  hospitable  people. 
So,  finishing  our  repast,  we  pushed  our  saddles  and 
boxes  up  into  the  rickety  chicken  loft,  and  climbing 
up  ourselves  afterwards,  passed  the  night  in  these 
unsavoury  quarters.  We  had  not  a  blanket  between 
us ;  so,  removing  our  spurs  for  mutual  protection, 
we  lay  down  as  we  were  on  a  raw  ox  hide — not 
a  bad  experience  for  a  man  just  off  a  bed  of  sick 
ness  !  We  passed  an  uneasy  night,  as  the  poles  of 
which  the  loft  was  constructed  were  so  loose  that 
we  were  in  constant  fear  of  slipping  through  on 
the  top  of  the  chickens.  The  whole  of  that  distance 
we  travelled  without  once  enjoying  the  luxury  of 
a  bed,  or  ever  removing  our  clothes,  except  for 
a  daily  bath  in  some  convenient  river ;  and  the 
chicken  loft  was  by  no  means  the  worst  accommoda 
tion  of  the  journey. 

Finally,  when  some  weeks  later  we  rode  into  Ouro 
Preto,  we  found  we  had  sold  nearly  all  our  books  by 
the  way,  or,  what  was  more  general,  had  exchanged 
them  for  food  ;  I  was  also  in  perfect  health,  and  as 
sunburnt  and  strong  as  a  brigand — and  we  had 
actually  more  money  in  hand  than  when  we  started 
out  from  Victoria  a  month  before. 

The  moral  is  self-evident.  It  is  always  safe  to 
obey  the  sense  of  duty  in  God's  work  rather  than 
sentiment,  and  to  trust  Him  who  "  knoweth  ye 
have  need "  ;  and  then  all  things  will  "  work 
together  for  good  to  them  that  love  God." 
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There  is,  however,  another  side  to  this  incident 
that  ought  to  be  mentioned,  and  it  is  as  follows  : — 

About  two  years  later  I  again  found  myself  in  the 
city  of  Victoria,  and  resolved  to  take  advantage 
of  the  opportunity  to  revisit  the  scene  of  my 
encounter  with  the  tax  collector,  and  "  get  my  own 
back  "  in  a  truly  evangelical  manner. 

By  this  time  I  was  an  experienced  successful 
colporteur,  and  thoroughly  enjoyed  the  work. 
At  times  the  thought  crossed  my  mind  that  I 
ought  to  start  preaching  the  Gospel ;  but  I  shrank 
back  with  a  nervous  dislike  of  the  idea,  as  I  had 
never  spoken  in  public,  even  in  my  mother  tongue. 
"  It  will  be  time  enough  when  I  can  speak  good 
Portuguese,"  thought  I,  "  and  that  will  not  be  yet 
awhile." 

On  reaching  Leopoldina,  I  quickly  took  in  the 
lie  of  the  streets,  and  systematically  started  work 
at  once.  God's  good  hand  rested  upon  me,  and 
as  I  visited  house  after  house  I  sold  a  copy  of 
the  Scriptures  in  nearly  every  one.  By  the  end 
of  two  days  I  had  all  but  sold  a  huge  stock  of 
books,  and  very  few  homes  were  without  some 
portion  of  the  Word  of  God.  Emboldened  by 
my  success,  I  went  to  the  authorities  and  claimed 
a  refund  of  the  unjust  fine,  with  such  effect  that 
they  agreed  to  return  the  money. 

That  evening  I  was  visited  by  one  of  my 
customers,  a  farmer,  living  about  20  miles  away. 
He  urged  me  to  visit  his  district,  as,  he  affirmed, 
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many  of  the  people  there  could  read,  and  would 
gladly  purchase  my  books.  I  hesitated,  as  the 
next  day  was  Sunday;  but  the  man  grew  in 
sistent,  offering  to  return  that  night  and  send 
back  an  animal  next  morning;  so  finally  I 
agreed. 

Early  next  day  the  man  himself  was  there  with  a 
spare  animal,  so,  loading  up  my  remaining  Scriptures, 
away  we  went.  After  riding  several  hours  my 
companion  exclaimed — 

"  Do  you  see  that  house  up  there  ?  That's 
my  place;  that's  where  we  are  going,"  pointing 
to  a  distant  hillside,  where  a  little  white  house 
with  red  tiles  was  visible,  on  the  fringe  of  a 
virgin  forest ;  and  for  another  hour  I  had  that 
house  in  view.  As  we  drew  near  I  noticed  that 
there  was  a  large  crowd  of  people  round  the 
place,  and  after  awhile  I  remarked  on  it  to  my 
guide.  "  What  are  all  those  people  there  for  ? " 
I  asked. 

"  Why,"  said  he,  in  rather  a  surprised  tone, 
"  don't  you  know  ?  They  have  come  to  hear  you 
preach ! "  I  almost  fell  off  the  horse  with  the  shock ; 
and  I  had  a  serious  thought  of  turning  round 
and  riding  back  again,  but  I  did  not  do  so.  I  felt 
it  was  of  God,  and  so  made  no  reply  until  we 
reached  the  house.  I  then  begged  for  the  use  of  a 
quiet  room  for  a  few  minutes.  My  mind  was  all 
in  a  whirl,  and  I  felt  horribly  nervous.  At  last  I 
got  down  before  God,  and  told  Him  that  if  He  really 
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wanted  me  to  make  a  fool  of  myself,  I  was  quite 
willing,  and  He  would  be  responsible.  Then,  in 
stead  of  leaving  it  there,  I  nervously  tried  to  find 
an  easy  passage  of  the  Bible  to  read,  though  I  had 
never  even  read  publicly  before,  and  I  could  not 
sing  or  pray  in  Portuguese. 

Finally,  I  selected  a  passage,  and  entered  the  big 
room  now  crowded  with  men  and  women,  who  had 
come  to  hear  me  preach.  I  arose  to  read,  hesi 
tated,  fumbled,  and  then  ventured, to  make  a  few 
introductory  remarks.  My  introductory  remarks 
were  extensive,  and  I  saw  to  my  surprise  that  the 
folks  looked  interested.  I  continued  to  speak  until 
to  my  surprise  I  found  I  had  been  talking  for  a 
whole  hour.  I  would  give  a  great  deal  for  some 
idea  of  what  that  first  address  was  about,  but 
all  I  can  remember  was  the  feeling  of  mingled 
astonishment,  relief,  and  self-satisfaction  which 
pervaded  me  when  I  had  concluded. 

But  my  elation  was  soon  dispelled  when  the 
farmer  came  up.  He  shook  me  by  the  hand 
heartily,  and  expressed  his  thanks.  "  But,"  added 
he,  "you  cannot  leave  to-morrow,  for  they  want 
you  to  preach  again  in  the  evening ! "  This 
dashed  my  joy  at  once ;  but  to-morrow  came  and 
went,  and  the  Lord  did  not  fail  me,  nor  ever 
has  done  since;  and  besides,  I  sold  all  my  books 
and  received  prepayment  for  many  more  to  be 
mailed  to  them  from  Rio. 

Some  time  later,  a  missionary  visited  this  spot, 
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and  found  a  community  ripe  for  the  harvest,  some 
being  already  converted ;  and  now  there  is  a  pros 
perous  Gospel  work  established  there,  which  might 
not  have  been  had  I  not  ventured  to  trust  God  where 
duty  indicated  a  difficult  course  to  follow. 


CHAPTER    IV 

A  GREASY   BUT  GLORIOUS   TRANSACTION 

A  RRIVING  one  Saturday  night  -on  horseback 
jL\.  at  the  very  decadent  little  mediaeval  town 
of  Santa  Cruz,  once  the  capital  of  the  far  interior 
State  of  Goyaz,  I  found  circumstances  rather 
adverse.  It  was  the  eve  of  the  great  Romish 
Feast  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  with  its  accompanying 
orgy  of  drunkenness  and  vice  of  every  description, 
universal  in  South  America  on  these  occasions. 
The  people  had  prepared  for  it  with  the  usual 
period  of  "  fasting,"  or  abstinence  from  meat, 
which  in  those  regions  is  little  used  or  appreciated. 
They  may  drink  rum,  smoke,  gamble,  dance,  etc., 
but  to  eat  meat  is  a  mortal  sin  —  unless,  of 
course,  they  can  afford  five  shillings  to  purchase 
a  dispense  (indulgence),  and  then  the  "  mortal 
sin  "  disappears  ! 

Undeterred  by  this,  and  by  the  news  that 
a  priest  was  coming  on  the  morrow  to  open 
the  festivities  with  High  Mass,  I  applied  to 
the  local  authorities  for  permission  to  hold  a 
meeting  the  following  evening  in  the  Town  Hall 
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—  an  old  ramshackle  barn  dignified  by  that 
name. 

There  was  a  little  humming  and  ha-ing  at  first 
on  the  part  of  the  intendente  (Mayor) ;  but  a  casual 
remark  on  my  part  that  I  was  English  at  once 
removed  all  hesitation,  and  my  request  was  gladly 
granted,  with  offers  to  have  the  place  put  in  order 
for  the  occasion.  [It  is  a  very  great  asset  in 
missionary  work  in  Brazil  to  be  an  Englishman.] 

I  fixed  my  meeting  for  six  o'clock,  and  found  that 
the  priest  had  also  chosen  that  hour  for  his  spec 
tacular  performance.  During  the  day  the  town  was 
canvassed  with  tracts,  and  everybody  was  invited  to 
the  Gospel  meeting. 

The  Town  Hall  is  the  only  two-storied  building 
in  the  place,  and  the  inhabitants  seem  rather  proud 
of  it.  It  serves  a  double  purpose.  The  ground- 
floor  is  the  town  prison,  its  entrance  being  through 
a  trap-door  in  the  centre  of  the  above  room  in  which 
our  meeting  was  to  be  held,  i.e.,  the  Town  Hall. 
Before  six  the  place  was  literally  packed  with  men 
— no  women  or  children. 

The  attention  was  rapt  and  appreciative,  and  at 
the  end  of  the  meeting  a  second  one  was  held  to 
satisfy  the  crowd  of  men  on  the  staircase  and 
below  who  had  been  unable  to  gain  admission. 

That  night  not  a  single  man  was  present  at  the 
High  Mass  except  the  priest  and  the  sacristan. 

I  felt  so  encouraged  by  my  reception  that  I 
resolved  to  remain  at  this  place,  at  least  for  some 
6 


42  THE  BIBLE  IN  BRAZIL 

time.  The  meetings  were  continued  nightly,  and 
within  two  months  about  forty  men  and  women 
bore  public  testimony  of  their  faith  in  Jesus  Christ 
as  their  only  Saviour  for  time  and  eternity. 

Resolving  to  take  full  advantage  of  my  oppor 
tunities,  I  frequently  rode  off  to  visit  the  surrounding 
farms  in  the  district,  dropping  a  few  Scriptures  in 
my  saddle-bags. 

One  day  I  drew  up  at  a  farmhouse,  where  I  had  great 
difficulty  in  making  my  presence  known..  Eventually 
a  woman  appeared  at  a  half-opened  door,  and  peering 
at  me  in  a  suspicious  way,  inquired  my  business. 

"  Senhora,"  I  began,  "  I  have  here  a  very  ex 
cellent  book — the  Life  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ—-" 

"  Don't  want  it,"  she  interrupted,  and  would 
have  closed  the  door,  if  I  had  not  casually  inter 
posed  my  foot. 

"  But  you  don't  know  what  it  is,"  I  rejoined ;  "  it 
is  worth  more  than  all  your  farm." 

"  Don't  want  it,"  she  repeated  in  a  decided  tone, 
for  she  evidently  surmised  me  to  be  the  terrible 
Protestante  who  had  appeared  in  Santa  Cruz,  and 
she  had  accepted  the  priest's  story  as  to  my  person 
and  the  books  I  circulated. 

I  endeavoured  to  overcome  her  prejudice  and  to 
interest  her  in  the  book,  but  quite  in  vain;  and 
finally  she  exclaimed — 

"  You  are  losing  your  time,  senhor ;  my  husband 
is  out,  and  so  I  have  no  money  in  the  house  to  buy 
your  book." 
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"  Not  at  all,  madam,"  I  replied;  "  money  is  no 
object.  Give  me  a  few  litres  of  corn  for  my  horse  and 
you  may  keep  the  book." 

"  Haven't  any  corn,"  was  the  curt  reply. 

"  Never  mind  that,  madam,  a  couple  of  litres  of 
feijao  (black  beans)  will  do,"  I  suggested,  for  I  knew 
that  beans  to  a  Brazilian  are  what  potatoes  are  to 
the  Irishman — always  at  hand. 

"  Haven't  any  beans,"  was  the  astonishing  reply. 

"  Is  |  that  so  ? — then  perhaps  a  cheese  ?  What  ? — 
no  cheese  ?  Well,  then,  give  me  a  sugar  brick  only 
and  the  book  is  yours." 

"  Haven't  any,"  was  the  surly  answer,  and  the 
case  looked  hopeless. 

"  Why  not  give  the  book  ?  "  some  may  say.  We 
have  found  such  to  be  a  very  bad  policy.  "  Livro 
dado,  e  livro  desprezado  "  (A  book  given  is  a  book 
despised)  is  a  trite  saying  among  colporteurs ; 
and  so  we  never  give,  except  in  cases  of  real 
poverty.  If  they  only  pay  a  few  pence  for 
the  book,  it  will  ensure  its  not  being  readily 
delivered  up  to  the  priest  for  the  next  bonfire  of 
Bibles. 

I  was  about  to  turn  away  in  disappointment,  when 
through  the  half-open  door  I  caught  sight  of  a 
dark,  unwholesome-looking  mass  hanging  up  near 
the  rafters.  It  was  the  usual  smoked  pork  fat 
for  culinary  purposes. 

"  Stay  !  "  I  exclaimed;  "  give  me  half  a  kilo  of 
that  fat,  and  I'll  leave  you  this  wonderful  book  !  " 
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With  an  ill-looking  expression  on  her  face  the 
woman  picked  up  a  knife,  cut  off  a  piece  of  the 
greasy  stuff,  wrapped  it  up  in  a  banana  leaf, 
and  in  a  very  hesitating  way  received  the  book 
in  exchange.  I  rode  on  quite  content  with  the 
transaction,  and  only  long  afterwards  heard  what 
follows. 

In  great  disgust  the  woman  flung  the  book  in  a 
corner.  Shortly  after  her  husband  returned,  and  she 
at  once  related  how  that  impertinent  Protestante  had 
compelled  her  to  buy  one  of  those  accursed  books, 
and  had  walked  off  with  half  a  kilo  of  her  pig's  fat. 

"There's  the  book!"  she  exclaimed;  "have  a 
look  at  it,  and  then  throw  it  in  the  fire — the  safest 
place.'1 

Very  gingerly  the  man  picked  up  the  book. 
When  he  ventured  to  open  it,  a  verse  in  the 
Epistle  to  the  Ephesians  caught  and  held  his 
attention.  When  his  wife  returned,  nearly  an  hour 
later,  she  was  surprised  and  alarmed  to  find  her 
husband  immersed  in  the  book,  and  she  endeavoured 
to  get  it  away  from  him. 

"No,  wife!"  he  cried;  "you  don't  burn  this 
book !  Why,  it  is  just  the  kind  of  book  I  have  long 
desired  to  possess.  Just  listen  to  this,"  and  he  read 
her  a  passage.  There  was  something  in  what  he 
read  that  appealed  to  her  too ;  so  down  she  sat ; 
and  they  turned  to  the  first  page,  and  began  to  read 
through  the  book. 

In  the  course  of  a  few  weeks  they  had  read  that 
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Testament  through  several  times,  and  one  day  I 
received  a  note  from  the  man,  whose  name  was 
Bellarmino,  asking  me  to  pay  them  another 
visit. 

As  I  rode  out  a  few  days  later,  I  reflected  on  some 
of  the  difficulties  that  awaited  me.  I  remembered 
the  saints  and  superstitious  relics  I  had  noticed  on 
the  walls,  and  I  recalled  the  big  rum-still  in  the 
back-yard.  It  will  be  difficult  work,  thought  I, 
to  make  it  quite  clear  to  them  that  these  things 
must  go — especially  the  latter,  an  expensive  article 
which  he  could  not  conscientiously  sell,  or  give 
away. 

On  my  arrival  I  was  received  with  smiles  by 
Farmer  Bellarmino  and  his  wife.  The  first  thing 
I  noted  with  surprise  was  that  the  objectionable 
"  saints  "  had  gone,  and  they  told  me  that  they  had 
destroyed  the  lot — images,  crucifixes,  and  all. 

"  Surprising,"  thought  I.  "  Who  can  have  told 
them  to  do  it  ?  " 

Then  we  had  a  long  talk  together  about  the 
Gospel,  and  the  most  attentive  and  appreciative 
listener  was  the  wife  \ 

How  wonderfully  they  understood  the  Divine 
plan  of  salvation !  A  little  later  I  ventured  to 
mention  the  aforesaid  rum-still. 

"  Oh,"  said  Farmer  Bellarmino,  "  I  smashed  that 
up  with  a  hammer  days  ago  !  " 

He  had  also  disposed  of  his  rolls  of  tobacco,  under 
the  same  sure  guidance  of  the  Spirit-directed  Word. 
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Then  I  suggested  prayer,  and  the  wife  was  the 
first  to  kneel  and  to  pray  (with  a  little  assistance), 
the  husband  and  one  of  the  children  following  her 
example. 

Here  was  a  transformed  family,  a  transformed 
farm,  and,  by  their  example  and  effort  since,  a 
transformed  district,  through  the  power  of  the 
Word  of  God,  the  Living  Word  which  endureth 
for  ever. 


CHAPTER   V 

THE   CONVERTED   USURER 

OUR  meeting  hall  in  Santos  was  anything  but 
an  attractive-looking  place,  being  an  old 
coffee  warehouse  with  cement  floor  and  bare  red 
tiles — that  is  to  say,  they  were  red  once,  but  now, 
together  with  the  rafters  and  cross  beams,  of  a  very 
dingy  colour.  It  was  the  best  we  could  afford, 
however ;  and  it  had  a  little  dark  room  in  the  back 
which  served  as  convenient  living  quarters  for  Jose" 
and  myself. 

We  had  been  holding  meetings  for  about  two 
months  ;  and  though  several  appeared  to  be  greatly 
interested,  nobody  had  yet  come  to  a  definite 
decision.  It  was  very  unusual,  and  very  per 
plexing,  for  in  most  cases  there  are  a  number  ready 
to  make  open  profession  after  attending  the  services 
regularly  for  two  or  three  weeks. 

One  of  these  interested  folk  was  a  quiet-mannered 
young  man  who  never  missed  a  meeting,  and  who 
agreed  with  everything. 

We  had  great  hopes  for  him,  and  devoted  con- 
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siderable  attention  and  prayer  on  his  behalf,  yet 
without  result. 

As  time  went  on  I  grew  uneasy,  and  told  Jose, 
my  companion,  that  it  was  time  our  friend  made 
a  decision.  He  had  received  much  light,  and  it 
was  dangerous  to  go  on  in  his  condition. 

After  that  we  never  failed  gently  but  persist 
ently  to  urge  the  man  to  a  definite  step  of  faith, 
but  without  success.  He  seemed  to  slip  through 
our  hands  every  time. 

One  evening,  after  a  meeting,  I  was  dealing 
with  him  very  firmly,  when  I  noted  an  unusual 
agitation  with  a  strange  flush  on  the  face  of  our 
phlegmatic  friend.  He  ended  all  my  efforts  by 
affirming  that  I  need  not  doubt  him,  for  he  "  believed 
in  God" — and  so  on,  and  so  forth.  A  sense  of  in 
dignation  moved  me,  and  I  exclaimed,  "  But  it  is 
written  that  '  The  devils  also  believe  and  tremble/  " 

At  this  the  young  man  flushed  still  more,  and  in 
an  unnatural  voice  cried  out,  "  Yes,  and  the  devils 
will  be  saved ! " 

This  was  quite  a  new  experience  to  me;  and,  though 
I  made  some  protest  or  other,  the  man  left  me  very 
wounded  in  spirit  and  troubled  in  mind. 

Consulting  afterwards  with  Jose",  we  came  to  the 
conclusion  that  the  man  was  a  spiritualist  in 
disguise,  and  was  hindering  our  work,  and  we 
resolved  that  should  he  appear  again,  we  would 
test  him  with  the  Word  of  God  according  to 
i  John  iv.  1-3. 
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At  the  next  meeting  there  he  was,  as  unctuous 
as  ever;  and  when  the  gathering  was  over,  I 
concentrated  my  attention  on  this  very  significant 
case. 

Proceeding  cautiously,  I  found  that  he  did  not 
believe  in  Hell — always  a  serious  indication.  "  That 
being  so,  if  you  deny  what  God's  Word  affirms  on 
this  point,"  I  exclaimed,  "  tell  me,  do  you  believe 
that  Jesus  Christ  has  come  in  the  flesh  ?  " 

"  No  !  "  he  (or  rather,  I  should  say,  the  spirit  in 
him)  replied,  with  the  same  unnatural  vehemence 
I  had  previously  observed;  adding,  "but  in  spirit, 
yes ! " 

"Then  by  God's  Word  you  stand  unmasked; 
look  here,"  and  I  read  him  the  passage. 

It  is  unwise,  and  unscriptural  too,  I  think,  to 
argue  with  such  people.  I  prohibited  him  from 
attending  our  meetings  further.  If  scriptural 
authority  is  required  for  such  an  action,  2  John 
10  will  furnish  it.  Had  we  not  used  God's  Word 
to  unmask  this  man,  it  is  possible  that  I  might  not 
have  had  occasion  to  tell  the  wonderful  story  of 
Samuel  Mello,  or  to  record  the  other  converts 
referred  to,  one  of  whom  is  now  a  successful 
colporteur. 

After  this  rebuke,  he  absented  himself,  and  we 
had  a  glorious  time,  seven  souls  being  converted. 
One  of  these  eventually  became  one  of  the  finest 
native  pastors  and  evangelists  Brazil  has  ever  seen 
— Samuel  Mello. 
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Samuel  Mello  was  a  money-lender  on  a  large 
scale — a  successful  man,  of  very  attractive  person 
ality  ;  he  was  also  a  33-degree  Mason.  He  was 
first  drawn  to  us  through  receiving  some  tracts 
and  a  Gospel,  with  which  we  canvassed  the 
town. 

When  I  first  saw  him  enter  our  coffee  warehouse, 
I  felt  little  satisfaction.  "  Here  is  a  man  of  a  class 
we  cannot  reach — a  successful  business  man  of  the 
world,"  said  I,  and  I  wondered  he  condescended  to 
enter  such  a  place  as  ours,  and  thought  it  must 
be  mere  idle  curiosity.  Still  more  did  I  marvel 
when  he  returned  to  the  next  meeting,  and  con 
tinued  to  come  regularly.  We  found  out  in  the 
meanwhile  who  he  was,  and  realized  somewhat  the 
difficulty  of  his  position. 

He  had  been  reading  the  Bible,  and  was  evidently 
already  under  deep  conviction ;  so  I  lent  him  a  copy 
in  Portuguese  of  the  Pilgrim's  Progress. 

This  broke  him  up  completely;  and  when  he 
returned  the  book,  he  declared  with  emotion  that 
he  had  seen  in  the  "  Christian  "  of  the  "  City  of 
Destruction "  a  replica  of  his  own  lost  condi 
tion  ;  but  something  kept  him  back—"  he  had  great 
possessions." 

One  night  my  helper,  Jos6,  preached,  and  chose 
for  his  subject  "  The  rich  young  man." 

At  the  end  of  the  service  it  was  evident  that 
Samuel  Mello  was  going  through  a  great  struggle. 

Nothing  we  could  say  seemed  to  move  him,  how- 
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ever ;  there  seemed  so  much  to  give  up — so  much 
to  face.  He  trembled,  but  held  back. 

At  last  his  unwillingness  to  kneel  was  overcome; 
and  as  we  three  knelt  at  that  form,  the  power 
of  conviction  overwhelmed  him.  He  burst  into 
tears,  and  the  seat  shook  with  his  deep  emotion. 
Then  he  was  induced  to  pray.  I  had  to  help  him 
just  like  a  little  child ;  for  this  clever,  eloquent  man 
of  the  world  was  helpless  to  say  a  word  for  himself 
in  his  hour  of  supreme  need. 

Very  definitely,  however,  he  asked  for  forgive 
ness,  and  as  definitely  trusted  in  Jesus,  thanking 
God.  Then  he  rose,  and  saying  good-night  he 
quietly  left  us. 

Jose  and  I  looked  at  each  other  with  mingled  joy 
and  surprise  in  our  minds,  and  a  shade  of  doubt, 
too,  I  fear.  Was  it  real  ?  Should  we  ever  see  him 
again  after  what  must  have  been  to  him  such  a 
humiliating  ordeal  ? 

Anxiously  we  awaited  the  next  meeting,  and — 
praise  God ! — there  he  was  in  his  place.  Passing 
his  important  place  of  business  in  the  city  a  day  or 
two  later,  I  saw  large  bills  posted  across  the  premises, 
and  this  is  what  I  read  —  "No  more  loans  on 
securities.  This  business  is  in  liquidation  !  " 

Shortly  after,  at  one  of  our  meetings,  Mello  rose, 
and  quoting  the  text,  "  Let  the  dead  bury  their 
dead,"  gave  a  remarkable  and  stirring  testimony 
that  filled  our  souls  with  joy. 

Samuel  Mello  went  straight  forward  from  that 
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hour.  He  wound  up  his  business  with  great  sacrifice, 
renounced  Freemasonry  with  other  doubtful  things, 
and  gave  himself,  his  family,  and  his  all  to  God. 
His  old  friends  thought  him  demented,  but  in  reality 
he  had  "come  to  himself/' 

Within  three  months  he  was  preaching  the  Gospel 
with  wonderful  freedom  and  convincing  power, 
and  our  hall  in  Sao  Paulo  was  nightly  thronged 
with  eager  hearers.  He  became  a  man  of  prayer, 
and  was  mighty  in  the  Scriptures,  and  an  ardent 
winner  of  souls.  His  earnest,  forceful  pre 
sentation  of  truth  proved  irresistible,  and  souls 
were  saved  whenever  he  spoke.  He  undertook 
several  evangelistic  campaigns,  conducting  services 
in  the  villages  and  towns,  with  much  blessing, 
although  accompanied  by  much  privation  and 
hardship. 

He  kept  nothing  back,  and  spent  to  the  very 
last  penny  the  whole  of  his  fortune  in  God's  service. 
In  addition  to  helping  with  the  maintenance  of 
the  work  directed  from  Sao  Paulo,  he  expended  a 
considerable  amount  in  the  erection  of  a  church 
building  in  Paranagua,  where  he  was  successful 
in  gathering  around  him  several  hundreds  of  con 
verts  during  the  few  years  he  was  permitted  to 
labour  there,  these  being  formed  into  a  Church  under 
his  care.  The  building  was  also  used  as  a  school, 
and  Senhor  Mello  took  upon  himself  the  duty  of 
educating  the  children  of  the  believers,  thus  adding 
to  his  burden  of  responsibility.  He  helped  to 
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finance  the  second  important  pioneer  journey  to 
Goyaz,  which  proved  so  wonderfully  fruitful. 

He  not  only  devoted  his  wealth  to  the  cause  of 
Christ,  but  literally  spent  himself  in  His  service 
to  such  an  extent  that  his  health  was  affected ;  and 
after  passing  through  a  great  period  of  temptation 
and  suffering,  it  pleased  God  to  call  him  home.  His 
death-bed  scene  was  a  glorious  and  never-to-be- 
forgotten  spectacle.  He  sang  himself  into  the 
heavenly  Kingdom,  full  of  joy  unspeakable,  with 
glory  lighting  his  face. 

Oh,  the  power  in  that  Gospel,  which  drew  and 
won  this  fast-bound  worldling,  and  added  another 
saint  to  the  glorious  history  of  our  Church,  and 
another  angel  to  Paradise  ! 


CHAPTER   VI 

A  CATHOLIC   SCHOOLMASTER 

TWO  colporteurs  of  the  Evangelical  Union  of 
South  America,  having  finished  their  canvass 
of  the  small  Brazilian  fishing  town  of  Caraguatatuba, 
not  very  far  from  the  seaport  of  Santos,  resolved 
to  hold  a  public  meeting. 

They  had  sold  very  few  books,  and,  owing  to  the 
influence  of  the  local  schoolmaster,  had  at  first 
suffered  much  rough  treatment  from  the  inhabi 
tants,  even  being  refused  food  and  hospitality. 
Yet  they  had  persevered,  and  so  succeeded  in  over 
coming  the  ill-will  and  suspicion  of  the  people  as 
to  obtain  the  use  of  a  large  room  for  a  Gospel  meet 
ing.  Setting  out  to  make  a  house-to-house  invita 
tion  to  the  gathering,  they  finally  reached  the 
dwelling  of  the  schoolmaster,  and  found  him  lounging 
outside  his  front  window. 

With  a  respectful  bow,  Benedicto  handed  him  a 
Gospel  tract,  saying,  "  Your  Excellency  would  do 
us  a  great  honour  in  attending  our  meeting  to 
night  "  ;  but  he  received  the  ill-mannered  response, 
"  I'll  do  myself  the  honour  to  keep  away,  senhor." 
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A  little  beyond  this  man's  house  another  inhabi 
tant  informed  our  brother  that  the  said  teacher 
was  a  very  fanatical  Roman  Catholic,  a  declared 
enemy  of  Protestantismo,  and  that  it  was  he  who  was 
engaged  in  preparing  an  elaborate  reception  for  the 
long-expected  Romish  Bishop  of  Taubate*.  He  had 
collected  quite  a  large  sum  of  money  from  the  poor 
inhabitants,  in  order  to  furnish  that  magnificent 
prelate  with  the  best  of  wine  and  sumptuous  living 
generally,  as  he  could  not  be  expected  to  exist  on 
the  apostolic  fare  of  fish,  which,  with  dry  farina, 
forms  the  almost  exclusive  diet  of  these  people. 

In  spite  of  this  and  several  other  rebuffs,  our 
brethren  persevered,  and  were  rewarded  with  a 
splendid  meeting,  at  which  several  publicly  ex 
pressed  a  desire  to  follow  the  Lord  Jesus ;  and  at  the 
close  quite  a  number  of  Scriptures  were  disposed  of. 

A  day  or  two  passed,  and  when  at  last  reliable 
news  came  that  the  Bishop  was  to  arrive  next 
day,  great  excitement  prevailed,  not  a  few  dreading 
the  lash  of  excommunication  for  attending  the 
"  Protestant  "  meeting. 

The  schoolmaster  began  to  feel  his  importance; 
and,  taking  the  collected  money,  he  hastily  set  out 
in  his  canoe,  with  one  or  two  fishing  hands,  to  visit 
a  neighbouring  coast  town,  where  he  could  make 
all  the  necessary  purchases— fine  linen  and  table 
cutlery,  fancy  gilt  candlesticks  and  china  ware, 
several  dozen  of  the  finest  port  wine,  European 
tinned  delicacies  of  every  description  procurable,  a 
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special  basin  to  wash  in,  and  a  cake  of  scented 
soap — all  these  had  been  carefully  debated  and 
resolved  on  beforehand.  At  last  the  purchases 
were  ended,  and  with  his  canoe  laden  down  with 
good  cheer  for  the  Bishop,  the  schoolmaster  started 
out  on  his  return  journey. 

Whether  the  canoe  was  overladen,  or  whether 
the  wind  was  to  blame,  is  still  unknown ;  but  the 
canoe  with  its  crew  and  contents  were  never  seen 
again,  nor  has  any  trace  of  them  ever  been  dis 
covered. 

The  Bishop  arrived  next  day ;  but  where  was  the 
schoolmaster,  and  where  were  his  Reverence's  food 
and  fare  ?  Nobody  could  say. 

True,  the  bells  clanged  out  some  kind  of  welcome, 
and  "  Holy  Mass  "  was  duly  thronged  with  spec 
tators,  while  the  ecclesiastical  merchandise  of 
Rome  did  not  fail  to  replenish  the  episcopal  coffers  ; 
but  the  fact  remains  that  during  the  whole  of  his 
pastoral  visit  the  Bishop  had  to  exist  on  salt  fish 
and  farina,  like  any  mere  mortal,  and  the  fact 
remained  also,  that  the  unhappy  schoolmaster  was 
gone  beyond  recall. 

We  have  good  reason  to  believe  that  the  above 
incident  made  a  profound  impression  on  many  of 
the  inhabitants  of  the  place,  and  that  it  was  the 
first  means  by  which  God  aroused  this  remote  little 
fishing  village. 

Some  months  passed,  and  we  were  led  to  send  the 
same  faithful  colporteur,  Benedicto,  accompanied  by 
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others,  on  an  evangelistic  trip  to  this  district ;  and 
the  result  was  much  fruit  for  the  Kingdom  of  God 
in  souls  won  to  Jesus  from  their  idolatry  and  sin. 
Our  colporteur  brother  is  to-day  pastor  of  a  small 
Church,  which  he  was  the  means  of  founding  through 
these  first  colportage  journeys,  at  a  little  town 
two  days'  journey  from  Caraguatatuba,  and  he  is 
still  carrying  on  the  work  at  this  outpost  by  means 
of  regular  monthly  visits. 


CHAPTER   VII 

THE  LEPER 

ROIG  was  a  prosperous  rum  seller 
in  a  seedy  suburb  of  S.  Paulo.  His  jovial 
and  good-natured  manner  won  him  many  customers ; 
and  being  a  faithful  son  of  the  Church,  his  conscience 
did  not  worry  him  much.  A  little  extra  devotion 
to  the  Madonna,  with  an  extra  mass  or  two,  covered 
a  multitude  of  sins ;  and  to  kiss  the  cross  and  the 
few  images  in  his  possession  meant  many  days' 
worth  of  indulgences,  so  what  was  there  to  fear  ? 
Camillo  had  been  a  sacristan  in  his  own  country  of 
Spain,  and  knew  all  the  tricks  of  the  trade.  He 
hated  the  Protestants  too,  and  that  was  an  ap 
preciable  virtue  in  itself  that  must  outweigh  many 
of  his  sins.  But — he  was  a  leper  !  For  many 
years  he  had  sought  deliverance,  had  travelled  far 
and  wide,  and  had  spent  large  sums  of  money — all 
to  no  effect ;  and  his  scarred  and  bloated  face  grew 
worse  and  worse. 

In  the  till  of  his  drawer  he  kept  half  a  dozen  little 
saints,  on  whom  he  lavished  much  affection;  and 

very  often,  when  nobody  was  looking,  Camillo  would 
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pull  out  these  saints  and  cover  them  with  kisses. 
The  spirit  of  idolatry,  with  its  strange  fascinating 
power,  had  gripped  the  man's  soul — he  was  a  leper 
indeed. 

Yes,  he  hated  the  Protestantes,  and  whenever  any 
discussion  took  place  over  his  counter,  Camillo 
soon  damped  the  arising  interest  betrayed  by  any 
of  his  customers.  He  also  had  a  very  summary 
way  of  dealing  with  colporteurs  or  Gospel  tract 
distributors,  for  whom  he  had  a  special  contempt, 
at  once  consigning  all  their  literature  to  the  flames, 
as  "  Mother  Church"  advises. 

"  Will  you  accept  one  of  these  little  books  ?  " 
It  was  a  very  pleasant-faced,  smiling  lady  who 
addressed  him,  with  a  very  nice  voice  too — at  least, 
so  Camillo  thought ;  so  he  accepted  the  proffered 
Gospel  with  a  good  grace,  and  the  lady  passed  on. 

It  was  a  pretty  little  book,  with  a  picture  on  the 
cover  (a  Scripture  Gift  Mission  Gospel),  and  it 
happened  to  bear  the  name  of  his  favourite  saint, 
though  whether  this  was  John  the  Baptist  or  John 
the  Evangelist  he  was  not  sure.  So  on  this  account, 
and  because  of  the  lady's  smile,  he  kept  the  book. 

A  few  days  later,  out  of  curiosity,  he  started 
reading  the  first  chapter.  At  once  an  inexplicable 
sensation  thrilled  his  mind;  and  though  he  could 
barely  understand  what  he  read,  he  felt  a  deep  con 
viction  that  it  was  the  Word  of  God. 

Camillo  read  the  Gospel  through,  and  it  haunted 
him  day  and  night.  Do  what  he  would,  he  could 
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not  drown  the  impression  made.  There  was  the 
address  of  a  Gospel  Hall  stamped  on  the  back 
cover  of  the  book,  and  several  times  he  resisted  an 
impulse  to  go  there.  At  last  his  state  of  mind  was 
such  that  he  threw  all  pride  to  the  winds,  and 
crossed  to  the  other  side  of  the  city,  where  the 
Hall  was  situated.  He  heard  the  Gospel  preached 
for  the  first  time,  drank  it  in  thirstily,  and  a  few 
weeks  after  was  truly  converted. 

Camillo  at  once  made  short  work"  of  his  little 
saints,  but  he  did  not  see  how  he  could  abandon  his 
livelihood.  Soon  after,  a  baptismal  service  was 
announced,  and  he  applied  as  a  candidate,  but 
found  to  his  sorrow  that  he  could  not  be  accepted 
until  he  had  abandoned  his  business.  This  he 
endeavoured  to  do,  but  could  not  find  a  purchaser. 

On  the  eve  of  the  baptism,  however,  Camillo 
suddenly  resolved  to  forsake  all  for  Christ's  sake. 
He  did  so  at  a  great  sacrifice;  and  the  following 
day  he  was  baptized  with  some  fifteen  others  in  the 
Tiete  River. 

The  day  after  his  baptism  Camillo  stood  at  the 
mirror  prepared  for  his  morning  shave.  He  almost 
dropped  the  razor  in  amazement,  and  called  out 
excitedly  to  his  wife.  "  Look  at  my  face !  I'm 
healed,  glory  to  God ! "  The  ugly  sores  on  his 
face  were  gone,  and  the  bloated  appearance  had 
disappeared  !  He  stripped  and  found  the  same  had 
taken  place  all  over  his  body.  He  was  healed — 
healed  on  the  occasion  of  his  baptism.  I  knew 


THE  LEPER  61 

Camillo  before  the  event,  with  the  tell-tale  sores  on 
his  hands  and  face,  and  since  that  eventful  day  I 
have  known  and  travelled  with  him  for  years ;  and  I 
can  affirm  from  intimate  knowledge  of  the  man,  that, 
explain  it  as  you  may,  he  has  not  a  trace  of  the 
foul  disease  upon  him  up  to  the  present  day,  ten 
years  later  ! 

Camillo  was  severely  tested  after  this,  for  every 
thing  to  which  he  turned  his  hand  failed,  until  his 
capital  was  exhausted  \  and  then  God  led  us  to  try 
him  as  a  colporteur.  His  success  was  immediate  and 
sustained,  and  he  is  now  the  best  colporteur  of  the 
British  and  Foreign  Bible  Society  in  Brazil.  He 
has  also  been  signally  used  of  God  in  the  conversion 
of  hundreds  of  Roman  Catholics,  especially  through 
open-air  preaching.  The  many  remarkable  experi 
ences  of  this  lion-hearted  man  would  fill  a  volume ; 
and  yet  it  can  all  be  traced  back  to  that  little  book 
— the  Gospel  according  to  John — and  a  lady's  smile. 


CHAPTER   VIII 

A  GREAT   DELIVERANCE 

THE  average  priest  of  South  America  has  very 
few  scruples  as  to  the  methods  he  may  adopt 
to  keep  the  Bible  from  the  people.  It  is  a  life  or 
death  matter  with  him,  especially  as  he  dare  not 
read  it  himself.  His  influence  and  power  and  the 
lucrative  capacity  of  his  ecclesiastical  wares  depend 
on  his  keeping  the  people  in  absolute  ignorance  of 
apostolic  teaching,  therefore  the  Bible  must  be  ex 
terminated  at  all  costs ;  so  he  tells  them  it  is  the 
fount  of  all  heresy.  There  are  few  things  at  which 
the  priests  are  so  skilful  as  they  are  at  ferreting  out 
Bibles,  and  that  by  subtle  methods  in  which  the  con 
fessional  and  the  children  are  favourite  tools.  By  fair 
or  foul  means  the  books  are  filched  from  the  people, 
and  ever  and  again  an  auto-da-fe  is  held  in  which 
many  copies  of  God's  Word  are  publicly  burnt  with 
execration  and  cursings.  If  they  do  not  burn 
believers  too,  it  is  only  because  the  laws  of  the  land 
do  not  permit  it,  even  in  South  America. 

The   hired   assassin,    however,    is   still   at   their 
command,    and   occasionally   these   "  ministers   of 
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God  "  use  such  means  to  silence  the  mouths  of  the 
colporteur  or  evangelist.  In  Brazil  nearly  all  the 
murderous  attacks  made  on  Gospel  preachers  and 
believers  alike  are  directly  traceable  to  the  priests. 
This  is  a  well-known  fact,  and  I  can  give  innumer 
able  instances  of  it  occurring  in  different  parts  of 
Brazil. 

With  few  exceptions,  they  shun  open  discussion 
or  controversy  of  any  description,  especially  if  they 
know  the  people  have  any  Bibles.  I  remember 
in  one  place  where  I  stayed  several  months, 
and  where  many  conversions  were  taking  place, 
the  priest  used  to  storm  at  me  from  his  pulpit 
and  make  sensational  charges  against  me  and  the 
books  I  circulated.  This  went  on  for  some  time, 
till  at  last  I  wrote  him  a  letter,  saying  that  I  had 
heard  of  his  attacks  against  me  from  the  place 
of  privilege,  where  I  was  unable  to  answer  him, 
and  asking  him  to  dare  to  repeat  the  same  in  any 
other  place  where  I  could  be  present  to  refute  his 
accusations,  as  I  was  fully  prepared  to  do.  I  also 
challenged  him  to  a  public  discussion  in  the  open 
village  square,  leaving  it  to  him  to  choose  the  subject 
or  doctrine  to  be  debated,  provided  that  the 
"  approved  "  Bible  of  the  Roman  Church  be  used 
as  a  basis  for  the  same.  To  emphasize  the  matter, 
I  wrote  out  a  copy  of  the  challenge  in  bold 
writing,  nailing  it  to  a  door  in  the  centre  of  the 
village  for  all  to  see;  and  this  naturally  aroused 
considerable  interest  among  the  inhabitants. 
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At  daybreak  next  morning  I  saw  the  priest 
stealthily  riding  out  of  the  village,  and  I  never  saw 
him  again.  Soon  after,  while  celebrating  mass,  he 
was  stricken  with  smallpox — being  the  first  case  ever 
known  in  Goyaz — and  he  fled  into  another  State. 

On  another  occasion  when,  together  with  two 
companions,  I  rode  into  the  little  town  of  San 
Francisco  in  the  State  of  Minas,  we  found  the 
people  very  hostile  towards  us — rather  an  unusual 
experience. 

The  local  priest  had  evidently  been  notified  of  our 
Bible  work  in  other  towns  on  our  cross-country 
route;  and  he  had  so  poisoned  the  minds  of  the 
people  against  us,  with  the  most  inconceivably 
wicked  lies,  that  doors  were  slammed  in  our  faces, 
without  our  being  allowed  a  hearing ;  some  ran  away 
as  we  approached ;  while  others  openly  threatened  us 
with  sticks  and  stones.  We  visited  this  priest,  who 
received  us  smoothly,  and  avoiding  any  discussion, 
said  nothing  about  our  books.  In  the  whole  after 
noon's  work  we  only  succeeded  in  selling  two  or 
three  Testaments  and  half  a  dozen  Gospels. 

Tired  out  and  somewhat  disheartened,  we 
retired  for  the  night  to  a  rough  mud-hut,  about  a 
mile  from  the  town,  this  being  the  best  accommoda 
tion  we  could  obtain. 

It  was  nearly  eleven  o'clock,  and  we  had  just 
finished  packing  our  books,  etc.,  ready  for  an  early 
start  next  morning  for  the  next  town,  when  we  were 
startled  by  a  sharp  knock  at  the  door. 
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On  opening  it  a  young  man  stepped  into  our 
midst,  pale  and  agitated  and  very  much  out  of 
breath,  as  though  he  had  been  running. 

"  Have  you  any  guns  ?  "  he  exclaimed. 

"  Guns  I  "  we  replied,  with  astonishment.  "  No ; 
we  do  not  carry  such  things.  Why  do  you  ask  ?  " 

"  Because,"  said  he,  "  the  priest  has  collected  a 
mob  of  the  worst  characters  of  the  town,  and  has 
filled  them  with  rum ;  and  they  are  now  on  their 
way  here  to  murder  you.  As  this  place  you  are 
in  belongs  to  my  father,  I  felt  I  ought  to  try  to 
protect  you ;  but  if  you  have  no  guns,  it's  hopeless  "  ; 
and  with  these  words  he  disappeared  into  the  night. 

We  looked  at  each  other  significantly  and 
listened ;  all  was  quiet — not  a  sound  could  be  heard ; 
and  there  was  a  beautiful,  clear  moonlight.  There 
was  no  mistaking  the  look  on  that  young  man's 
face,  however ;  so  we  went  in,  and,  kneeling  down, 
commended  ourselves  to  Him  who  is  able  to 
deliver. 

Ere  we  rose  to  our  feet  we  heard  the  horrible 
sound  of  the  approaching  mob,  who  seemed  more  like 
demons  than  human  beings.  We  closed  the  door 
and  shutters,  and  lay  back  in  our  hammocks.  The 
country  was  still  open  to  us  on  one  side ;  we  could 
have  escaped,  but  there  were  all  those  books — 
God's  Books ;  and  there  was  all  our  saddlery  and  other 
things.  Should  we  run  away  and  leave  these  things 
to  be  destroyed  ?  No,  we  never  seriously  entertained 
the  idea — it  would  have  sounded  too  much  like  defeat. 


66  THE  BIBLE  IN  BRAZIL 

The  noise  increased,  and  we  could  distinguish  what 
our  assailants  said.  Murder  was  in  their  hearts,  and 
this  with  ecclesiastical  approval.  Our  retreat  was 
now  cut  off,  for  the  place  was  surrounded.  While 
the  first  blows  were  falling  on  our  frail  door  and 
shutters,  we  closed  our  eyes,  and  quietly  awaited 
what  now  seemed  inevitable.  A  few  moments,  I 
thought,  and  all  will  be  over.  Yet  I  felt  no  great 
perturbation  or  fear ;  God  met  my  need  of  courage 
with  His  grace. 

Just  when  we  seemed  as  dead  men,  we  noticed 
some  kind  of  counter-commotion  going  on  outside — 
a  hotly  contested  discussion  was  proceeding.  It 
appears  that  at  the  last  moment  our  friend  had 
returned  with  a  revolver;  and,  after  vainly  expos 
tulating  with  these  would-be  assassins,  he  ex 
claimed,  "  You  shall  only  get  in  over  my  dead 
body!"  and  levelled  his  firearm  at  the  head  of 
the  ringleader,  who  bolted  at  once.  Then  another 
young  man  jumped  to  his  side  and  drew  his  knife ; 
and  before  the  courage  of  those  two,  the  mob 
wavered,  hesitated,  and  broke  up  in  disorder, 
returning  to  the  town — and  we  were  saved. 

Then  we  heard  knocks  at  the  door,  and  voices 
exclaiming — 

"  Open  the  door;  it's  all  right  now.  You  are 
quite  safe." 

On  opening  the  door,  by  the  bright  moonlight  we 
saw  a  group  of  young  men  looking  very  excited  and 
strange, 
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"  What  does  all  this  mean  ?  "  one  exclaimed. 
"  Why  is  the  priest  so  furious  ?  What's  in  these 
books  you  are  selling  that  has  so  stirred  him  up 
against  you  ?  " 

Then,  lighting  a  candle,  one  of  us  picked  up  a  New 
Testament  and  simply  read  off  passage  after  passage 
of  its  precious  message  into  their  astonished  ears. 

"  I  don't  see  anything  wrong  with  that,"  said  one. 

"  I  should  like  one  of  those  books  myself,"  said 
another.  So  we  disposed  of  half  a  dozen  New 
Testaments  among  them,  and  then  turned  in  to  rest, 
weary,  but  very  grateful  to  God. 

Within  half  an  hour  my  companions  were  sound 
asleep,  but  I  felt  restless  and  uneasy ;  and  just 
about  midnight  I  heard  that  horrible  sound  again. 
The  exasperated  priest  had  plied  the  people  with 
more  liquor,  and  had  sent  them  back. 

But  again  the  Lord  preserved  us.  They  made 
such  a  noise  that  by  the  time  they  had  reached  our 
hut,  quite  a  band  of  men  had  been  drawn  to  the 
spot,  ready  to  oppose  them  on  our  behalf ;  and  after 
a  wordy  war  the  ruffians  gave  way,  returning  a 
second  time  the  way  they  had  come. 

By  three  o'clock  in  the  morning  we  had  "  rounded 
up  "  all  our  animals,  and  were  loaded,  saddled,  and 
away  within  an  hour — just  in  time,  as  we  heard 
afterwards,  to  escape  a  third  attack. 

So  that,  without  raising  a  finger  in  our  own 
defence,  the  Lord  saved  us  three  times  in  one 
night. 


CHAPTER    IX 

A   BIBLE   VILLAGE 

ONE  evening  I  was  holding  a  'kind  of  song 
service  in  a  rough  cabin  in  a  village  of  the 
interior  of  Brazil.  Brown,  uneven,  earthen  floor, 
mud  walls  of  the  same  hue,  smoke-stained  tiles 
overhead,  but  dimly  visible  by  the  light  of  a  flicker 
ing  smoky  castor-oil  lamp,  which  needed  pricking  up 
every  few  minutes  to  keep  us  from  being  suddenly 
left  in  darkness,  and  a  smell — this  was  the  setting 
of  the  scene  ;  to  which  may  be  added,  three  or  four 
roughly  made  forms,  two  stools,  and  a  small  bare 
table,  which  served  as  a  seat  or  a  bed  at  night,  as  the 
occasion  demanded.  There  were  about  twenty-five 
people  present,  the  men  being  shock-headed,  with 
black  beards  and  sallow  complexions.  They  were  all 
bare-footed,  their  attire  rarely  exceeding  the  ortho 
dox  striped  cotton  shirt  and  trousers,  made  probably 
of  cloth  spun  and  woven  in  the  village  with  the  old- 
fashioned  spinning-wheels  and  looms  of  a  hundred 
years  ago  or  more. 

There  were  as  many  women  as  men  present,  and 
their  attire  just  as  simple  and  primitive,  albeit  some- 
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what  cleaner  than  the  men's.  Their  only  head 
dress  was  an  occasional  shawl  or  scarf,  and  that 
was  rare.  The  countrywomen  are  about  as  hand 
some  as  the  men,  which,  frankly  speaking,  is  not 
saying  very  much. 

But  how  they  sing ;  they  never  get  tired  of  singing 
the  songs  of  Zion,  and  everybody  has  the  right  to 
choose  a  hymn. 

When  I  thought  they  had  had  about  enough 
for  that  evening,  I  drew  out  my  New  Testament ; 
and  a  hush  fell  over  the  strange  little  gathering  as  I 
pulled  the  oil  lamp  a  little  closer,  pricked  up  the 
wick,  and  prepared  to  read. 

Just  before  reading,  I  had  dimly  perceived  a 
stranger  in  the  room ;  he  sat  on  the  seat  nearest  the 
door,  and  had  been  silently  listening  to  the  hymns 
with  evident  appreciation. 

I  was  sure  he  did  not  belong  to  the  village,  as  I 
had  come  to  know  the  inhabitants  fairly  well  in  my 
few  months'  sojourn  amongst  them. 

"  He  must  be  spending  the  night  here  on  his 
way  through  to  Goyaz,"  I  thought.  "  I  shall 
probably  never  see  him  again.  God  give  me  a 
message  for  that  man." 

And  then  I  read  the  passage,  and  gave  a  brief 
talk  for  some  ten  minutes  or  less,  as  was  my  custom, 
before  closing  the  meeting  with  prayer.  As  the 
people  rose  to  leave,  the  stranger  kept  his  seat.  I 
found  he  was  deeply  impressed.  He  seemed 
thoroughly  to  understand  the  message  and  the 
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additional  explanation  I  gave  him.  Willingly  he 
knelt  with  me,  very  simply  received  the  gift  of 
God,  and  rose  a  new  man  in  Christ  Jesus.  Then 
he  told  me  that  years  before  he  had  purchased  a 
Bible  from  somebody,  probably  myself,  and  had 
studied  it  considerably,  his  only  regret  being  that  it 
was  a  "  Protestant  Bible,"  and  therefore,  according 
to  the  priests,  "  mutilated  and  false."  He  had  to 
confess,  however,  that  though  he  feared  these  heretics, 
he  loved  their  Book.  One  day  he  'heard  that  a 
relative  of  his  in  a  neighbouring  town,  a  local  magis 
trate,  possessed  a  true  Catholic  Bible  ;  and  so  on  the 
first  opportunity  he  rode  over  with  his  own  Bible 
under  his  arm  to  make  a  comparison,  for  he  had 
some  misgivings  about  the  matter.  He  was 
astonished  to  find  that  the  two  books  so  closely 
resembled  each  other,  only  varying  slightly,  one 
being  a  translation  from  the  Vulgate,  while  the 
other  was  from  the  original  languages. 

This  gave  him  a  new  interest  in  the  book, 
and  a  more  lenient  spirit  towards  the  Protestantes. 
At  last  he  resolved  to  ride  over  to  the 
village  where  I  resided,  and  to  hear  for  him 
self  what  they  believed  and  taught;  and  he  had 
arrived  on  the  occasion  of  this  informal  cottage 
meeting. 

He  was  full  of  satisfaction  at  his  new  discovery, 
and  made  me  promise  to  visit  his  district  within  a 
fortnight.  He  felt  confident  that  there  were  many 
there  who  on  his  testimony  would  also  accept  the 
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Gospel,  as  he  was  the  only  one  in  his  village  who 
could  read. 

When  the  time  came  round  for  the  promised  visit, 
I  was  unable  to  go,  but  I  sent  two  young  native 
converts  in  my  place.  They  were  absent  longer 
than  had  been  arranged,  and  returned  full  of  a 
wonderful  story.  They  told  how  all  the  district 
was  inclined  towards  the  Gospel,  that  many  of  the 
people  seemed  really  converted,  and  were  wishing 
to  be  baptized  forthwith. 

It  appears  that  when  our  friend  reached  home, 
he  called  an  assembly  of  all  the  neighbouring 
farmers  and  told  them  of  what  he  had  seen  and 
heard,  and  what  had  happened  to  him;  and  he 
urged  them  to  follow  his  example.  Night  after 
night  he  read  the  Scriptures  aloud  to  these  people  ; 
and  they  received  the  Word  as  good  news  from  a 
far  country. 

When  my  young  men  arrived,  the  people  wel 
comed  them  as  apostles,  and  they  talked  and 
debated  together,  until  twelve  or  one  o'clock, 
night  after  night.  Then  the  people  gave  up  their 
idols,  relics,  rosaries,  and  crucifixes,  and  made  a 
bonfire  of  them;  and  when  finally  I  was  able  to 
visit  them  I  had  no  hesitation  whatever  in  baptizing 
eleven  of  their  number. 

Soon  after  this  the  persecution  of  our  believers 
in  the  village  grew  so  acute  that  many  went 
in  fear  of  their  lives,  and  we  passed  sleepless 
nights. 


72  THE  BIBLE  IN  BRAZIL 

Just  then  one  of  these  lately  converted 
farmers  offered  us  a  large  tract  of  forest  land 
on  which  to  build  a  Gospel  village.  The  offer 
was  accepted,  and  the  deeds  of  the  territory 
were  made  over  to  us  with  all  the  legal 
formalities. 

Within  a  year  or  two  the  land  had  been  cleared, 
and  the  village  laid  out  in  streets,  squares,  etc. 
The  first  houses  were  constructed  by  the  perse 
cuted  families  already  mentioned.  The  place  is 
called  Gamelleira. 

In  the  course  of  another  year  or  two,  a  roomy 
church  was  built,  and  a  residence  for  the  native 
pastor,  Senhor  Ricardo.  A  cemetery  was  made,  a 
common  pasturage  fenced  in,  and  an  excellent  water 
supply  brought  in  from  the  neighbouring  forest. 
Gamelleira  grew,  only  believers  being  allowed 
to  live  there ;  and  the  streets  were  named  Faith 
Street,  Hope  Street,  Joy  Lane,  Peace  Street, 
Concord  Square — where  the  church  was  built — 
and  so  on.  A  day  school  was  established,  and  a 
communistic  flour  mill  erected.  By  mutual  agree 
ment,  no  drink,  snuff,  tobacco,  gambling,  or 
dancing  was  permitted  in  this  Gospel  village;  and 
the  people  increased  in  health,  prosperity,  and 
happiness. 

Of  course  there  have  been  trials  and  difficulties, 
as  when  occasionally  some  member  of  the  com 
munity  broke  its  rules  and  remained  obstinate; 
then,  after  much  patient  exhortation,  he  had 
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to  leave,  and   an  empty  house  awaited  the  next 
applicant. 

There  is  now  a  little  Gospel  community  of  about 
three  hundred  persons.  It  stands  a  bright  shining 
example  away  in  the  centre  of  the  dark  continent, 
a  thousand  miles  from  the  ocean ;  and  a  great  future 
awaits  it. 

Last  year  the  Church  at  Gamelleira  inaugurated 
their  first  annual  Conference,  a  miniature  Keswick, 
two  missionaries  and  three  native  pastors  being  the 
speakers.  It  proved  a  great  spiritual  uplift  to  the 
villagers  and  to  the  many  visitors  from  the  sur 
rounding  country;  and  there  were  also  several 
conversions. 

And  so  that  one  volume,  sown  by  the  wayside, 
after  many  vicissitudes  sprang  up  and  bore  fruit 
an  hundredfold. 

Very  great  is  the  debt  of  gratitude  that  the 
Gospel  heralds  in  the  distant  foreign  fields  owe 
to  the  work  of  the  Bible  Societies.  When  the 
heavenly  balance  is  finally  struck,  it  will  assuredly 
be  found  that  they  have  been  prime  agents  in 
God's  hands  in  the  conversion  of  all  peoples,  tribes, 
and  tongues  to  the  truth  as  it  is  in  Jesus. 
Without  the  co-operation  of  these  Societies  our 
work  as  missionaries  in  South  America  would  be 
hopelessly  sterile. 

Personally,  with  very  many  years  of  active 
experience  in  Brazil  as  a  colporteur,  evangelist, 
and  pastor,  and  with  an  intimate  knowledge  of 
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that  country  and  its  people,  I  am  more  than  con 
vinced  that  the  colporteur  is  a  sine  qua  non  in 
every  effort  to  evangelize  South  America — and 
indeed,  all  Roman  Catholic  lands;  and  that  he 
should  be  placed  in  the  fore-front  of  all  Gospel 
enterprises,  especially  in  pioneer  work. 


CHAPTER   X 

TRIUMPHS  AND  TRIALS 

ONE  day,  leaving  my  wife  with  the  hospitable, 
kind-hearted  believers  of  the  Gospel  village 
of  Gamelleira,  Ricardo  and  I  mounted  our  horses, 
and,  driving  a  pack  mule  between  us,  set  out  for 
the  city  of  Bom  Fim,  about  forty-eight  miles  away. 

The  weather  was  wet  and  stormy,  and  we  travelled 
with  much  difficulty  and  discomfort ;  for  the  so- 
called  "  rainproof "  coats  and  cloaks  prove  very 
fallible  when  subjected  to  a  real  tropical  storm. 
Before  dark  that  day  we  reached  the  farm  of 
Antonio  Leao,  an  elderly,  patriarchal  looking 
man,  who  received  us  very  kindly,  and  liberally 
provided  for  our  immediate  needs  and  those  of 
our  animals. 

That  night  I  slept  in  state  on  the  dinner  table, 
which,  in  my  waking  moments — though  happily 
these  were  few — I  found  to  be  remarkably  hard ; 
while  poor  Senhor  Ricardo  professed  to  pass  a 
good  night  in  the  rough  Buriti  hammock,  rolled 
up  in  our  damp  ponchos  and  saddle  cloths.  The 
farmer  lent  us  an  additional  blanket  apiece,  which 
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is  supposed  to  be  sufficient  to  pass  the  night  with. 
We  were  up  with  the  break  of  day,  and  finding 
our  animals  without  difficulty,  we  saddled  up  and 
were  off  before  six  o'clock.  Our  host  bade  us  a 
kindly  farewell,  and  charged  nothing  for  our  enter 
tainment  or  for  the  corn  for  our  animals. 

It  was  a  lovely  day,  and  thin,  gauzy  clouds 
tempered  the  heat  of  the  sun,  making  our  travel 
delightfully  cool  and  agreeable ;  while  the  pleasure 
of  our  ride  was  greatly  increased  by  the  exception 
ally  beautiful  character  of  the  country  we  traversed. 
The  wet  season  certainly  has  its  perils  and  discomforts 
for  the  horseback  traveller ;  but  without  doubt  there 
are  great  compensations  in  the  facts  that  carrapatos 
are  very  few,  the  pastures  are  in  good  condition, 
and  the  beauty  of  forest  and  landscape  is  immensely 
enhanced.  Just  at  that  time  of  year  God's  world  is 
seen  at  its  best ;  everything  is  looking  fresh  and 
green,  like  some  beautiful  well-kept  garden  at  home, 
with  no  sign  of  decay. 

The  heavy  rains  of  the  preceding  day  rendered 
the  path  susceptible  to  the  slightest  impression  of 
beast  or  bird,  and  this  fact  became  a  source  of  great 
interest  to  us.  The  marks  left  in  the  sandy  path 
were  clear  and  sharp,  having  been  made  only  a 
few  hours,  or  perhaps  minutes,  before  we  passed. 
Tracks  of  the  emu  or  Brazilian  ostrich  are 
very  frequent  and  striking ;  and,  now  and  again, 
the  pretty  impression  of  deer's  feet,  the  curious 
mark  of  the  Tatu  Canastra,  and  the  huge  impress 
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left  by  a  great  Brazilian  tapir  were  seen.  Once  we 
noticed  the  paw  marks  of  a  wild  cat,  and  several 
times  the  unmistakable  footprints  of  the  Brazilian 
wolf.  One  of  these  was  particularly  large,  and 
must  have  belonged  to  a  huge  animal.  I  have 
seen  wolves  in  Brazil  as  large  as  a  Shetland  pony, 
and  Ricardo  told  me  that  recently  he  shot  such 
a  one  in  Gamelleira. 

At  last,  after  covering  about  thirty  miles  that  day, 
Bom  Fim  was  seen  in  the  distance,  and  soon  we 
were  riding  through  its  streets  by  the  light  of  the 
setting  sun.  On  reaching  the  house  of  Senhor 
Nestor,  we  were  received  by  him  and  his  wife 
with  great  gladness.  He  is  the  local  chemist  and 
physician;  but  for  himself  he  has  a  real  faith  in 
Jesus  as  the  Healer.  Three  years  ago  I  sold  him 
a  Bible  of  the  British  and  Foreign  Bible  Society, 
and  to  this  he  largely  owes  his  conversion;  and  a 
visit  of  Mr.  Ranken  to  Bom  Fim  early  this  year  com 
pleted  the  work  God  had  begun  in  his  heart.  He 
came  out  fully  on  the  side  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
and  since  that  moment  has  never  looked  back. 
His  life  is  one  constant  witness  for  Jesus,  and  he 
is  ever  ready  to  speak  to  one  and  all  about  this 
glorious  Gospel.  As  he  is  the  only  doctor  in  the 
country  round,  every  sick  and  suffering  soul  has 
to  seek  his  help,  and  also  invariably  obtains  Gospel 
advice  and  exhortation.  The  walls  of  his  house  are 
covered  with  Bible  texts ;  and  in  his  shop  and 
dispensary  I  counted  no  less  than  thirty-two 
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large  Gospel  texts,  hymn  sheets,  sermons,  etc., 
which  impress  themselves  on  the  attention  of 
everybody  who  enters.  Senhor  Nestor,  his  wife, 
and  two  other  converts,  are  all  that  comprise 
as  yet  the  Church  in  Bom  Fim.  It  is  a  strong 
Roman  Catholic  city,  and  has  at  its  head  an 
extremely  fanatical  priest,  who  has  ruled  the  place 
with  an  iron  grasp  for  many  years. 

The  day  after  our  arrival  we  visited  many  houses 
in  the  town,  inviting  the  people  to  otfr  first  night's 
meeting  in  Nestor's  house.  We  were  well  received 
by  the  people ;  and  before  seven  o'clock  the  place 
was  packed,  with  a  crowd  in  the  passage,  and 
outside  a  still  larger  crowd  who  listened  through 
the  open  windows.  The  silence  of  the  audience, 
both  outside  and  in,  was  unbroken  by  a  single 
word,  and  there  was  hardly  any  movement  during 
the  hour  and  a  half  that  the  meeting  lasted.  I 
have  never  seen  such  attention  at  home  at  a 
Gospel  meeting.  After  the  address,  which  appeared 
to  make  a  deep  impression  on  the  people,  Senhor 
Nestor  rose  and  gave  a  good  public  testimony  of 
faith  in  Jesus. 

We  held  meetings  every  night  during  the  week, 
and  there  was  evidence  of  God's  presence  through 
out  ;  and  though  the  priest  tried  to  do  us  all  the  harm 
he  could,  begging  the  people  from  his  pulpit  "  for  the 
love  of  God  not  to  attend  the  meetings,"  the  interest 
continued,  and  there  was  not  one  instance  of  un 
friendly  behaviour. 
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The  concluding  meeting  was  on  Sunday  night, 
when  the  large  room  and  another  side  room  and 
passage  were  packed,  besides  the  usual  crowd  out 
side.  Many  returned  home  disappointed,  unable  to 
obtain  admission.  At  the  conclusion  of  this  meeting 
a  young  man  told  me  he  was  convinced,  and  had 
decided  for  Christ.  Many  others  appeared  to  be 
fully  persuaded,  and  we  trust  God  will  bring  them 
through  in  time. 

On  our  return  journey,  Ricardo  having  a  special 
capacity  for  losing  his  way,  we  strayed  about  10 
miles  out  of  the  path;  and  after  riding  30  miles, 
while  yet  12  miles  from  our  destination  for  the  night, 
one  of  our  animals  was  taken  ill,  and  travel  became 
impossible.  We  had  neither  tent  nor  camp  beds 
with  us,  and  had  only  just  time  to  rig  up  a  rough 
hut  with  poles  and  Buriti  palm  leaves  before  night 
set  in.  We  tucked  our  saddles,  etc.,  in  one  end  of 
the  improvised  shelter,  and  weary  and  dinnerless, 
crawled  under  it  ourselves,  just  in  time  to  escape  a 
heavy  downpour  of  rain,  which  soon  found  the 
weak  spots  in  our  flimsy  roof.  We  passed  a 
reasonably  good  night,  however,  in  spite  of  these 
drawbacks  and  the  insects,  and  by  five  o'clock  next 
morning  we  had  set  out  again,  hoping  to  reach 
Gamelleira  before  dark.  Vain  hope !  Ricardo  soon 
lost  the  road ;  found  it  again  after  12  miles  ;  and  then, 
when  within  4  miles  of  home,  darkness  overtaking  us, 
he  lost  it  again.  He  then  got  so  inextricably  mixed 
up,  that  I  resolved  to  stop  at  the  first  habitation. 
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The  first  house  we  reached  was  an  abandoned  hut, 
and  we  rode  on  another  mile  in  the  darkness  before 
we  made  out  another  place,  evidently  inhabited. 
But  the  only  response  to  our  calls  was  the  grunting 
of  a  pig  inside.  By  this  time  it  was  quite  dark, 
and  we  were  feeling  desperate,  for  we  had  ridden 
about  40  miles  that  day,  and  our  animals  were  nearly 
played  out ;  when  to  our  joy  Ricardo  sighted  another 
house  a  little  beyond,  on  the  other  side  of  a  small 
river.  With  much  difficulty  we  crossed  the  stream 
and  rode  up  to  the  house,  only  to  be  again  dis 
appointed — it  was  empty !  Finding  the  big  barn 
attached  all  open  at  one  side,  and  empty,  we  resolved 
to  pass  the  night  there. 

While  Ricardo  was  loosening  the  pack  mule's 
girths,  I  peered  into  the  barn,  which  was  empty, 
with  only  a  few  corn  leaves  on  the  floor,  and  became 
aware  of  a  curious  rustling  sound,  somewhat  re 
sembling  dripping  water.  I  called  Ricardo's  atten 
tion  to  it.  'You  are  mistaken,"  he  cried;  "it's 
something  else  you  heard,"  and  went  on  unloading. 
But  before  we  carried  our  things  in,  I  listened  again, 
and  again  I  heard  that  curious  sound  among  the 
dry  corn  leaves.  This  time  Ricardo  heard  it,  and 
said  he  thought  it  was  an  army  of  ants,  and  slashed 
before  him  into  the  darkness  with  his  long  whip. 
Then  he  cried,  "  A  cobra  !  "  as  a  loud  hiss  greeted 
our  ears,  and  a  dark  object  leaped  towards  us. 
Getting  a  light,  we  saw  a  large  rattlesnake,  curled 
up  and  almost  within  striking  distance  of  us, 
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and     just    where    we    should    have    placed    our 
things  ! 

We  left  the  rattlesnake  and  his  friends  in  un 
disturbed  possession,  and  continued  our  weary 
way,  now  completely  lost,  pulling  our  exhausted 
animals  along  after  us,  in  the  hope  of  finding  some 
place  of  refuge,  for  the  thunder  and  lightning  pro 
mised  a  wet  night.  Finally  I  resolved  to  sleep  out 
in  the  open  again.  With  some  difficulty  we  made  a 
tent  out  of  our  two  ponchos,  and  managed  to  light 
a  good  fire.  Tired  out  and  hungry,  we  passed  a 
poor  night  on  the  ground,  doubled  up  in  a  very 
cramped  position,  with  only  one  blanket  between 
us ;  but  in  answer  to  prayer  the  Lord  saved  us  from 
another  impending  thunderstorm.  In  the  morning 
our  animals  were  soon  found,  as  they  were  haltered 
over-night ;  and  locating  our  position  correctly,  with 
in  two  hours  we  were  again  among  the  Gamelleira 
friends,  whom  we  found  all  in  peace. 
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CHAPTER   XI 

A  NEW  "  ANGEL  " 

DURING  my  residence  of  two  years  in  Goyaz 
city,  the  capital  of  Goyaz  State,  I  witnessed 
the  welcome  given  to  a  new  Roman  Catholic  Bishop, 
so  I  watched  with  interest  the  effect  his  presence 
had  upon  people  and  things  generally. 

The  people  of  Goyaz  had  declared  they  would 
never  have  another  bishop.  The  new  arrival's  pre 
decessor  was  such  an  unprincipled  money-grabber, 
that  at  last  the  Goyanos  rebelled,  and  he  was  com 
pelled  to  leave  the  State.  Even  so,  everyone  has 
assured  me,  he  was  able  quietly  to  carry  off  some 
mule  loads  of  gold  and  silver  candlesticks,  cruci 
fixes,  idols,  salvers,  etc. — spoils  from  different 
churches  in  the  State.  When  the  losses  were  dis 
covered,  the  people  were  indignant;  and  some 
clamoured  to  have  the  Bishop  prosecuted. 

The  new  prelate,  Dom  Prudencio,  entered  the 
city  with  such  pomp,  trumpeting,  and  obeisance 
that  he  might  have  been  the  Emperor  of  Brazil. 
The  President  of  the  State  himself  and  the  five  chief 

men  of   Goyaz  between  them   carried  a  kind    of 
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glorified  white  square  sunshade  over  the  Bishop's 
head,  which,  all  shaven  and  shorn,  was  crowned  by 
a  high,  gorgeous  yellow  crown,  or  mitre.  The  other 
garments  and  fittings  were  elaborate  and  fantastic, 
but  rich  in  gold  and  precious  stones.  As  he  strutted 
along,  with  his  large  gilded  crook  to  help  him,  he 
repeatedly  made  the  sign  of  the  cross  in  the  air 
with  two  fingers,  and  scattered  mumbled  Latin 
blessings  among  the  people,  who,  however,  did  not 
seem  much  the  worse  for  it. 

A  huge  procession,  made  up  of  prettily  dressed 
school  children  (the  only  pleasing  feature  of  the 
display),  many  religious  orders  of  a  curious  and 
mediaeval  character,  and  a  profusion  of  flags, 
banners,  bands,  tonsured  friars,  and  nuns  accom 
panied  this  man,  whom  they  styled  "  The  Angel  of 
the  Church  of  Goyaz." 

A  few  months  later,  an  opportunity  arose  for  this 
great  god  to  show  forth  his  real  power  and  influence 
with  the  people  whom  he  ruled,  and  from  whom 
he  demanded  so  much  outward  show  of  worship 
and  reverence.  Goyaz,  which  had  hitherto  enjoyed 
a  peaceful  existence,  suddenly  became  the  scene  of 
a  revolution.  A  general  election  had  recently 
taken  place  throughout  the  State  ;  and  the  Opposi 
tion  afterwards  raised  the  cry  that  the  election 
had  been  "  cooked,"  and  that  many  seats  were 
won  for  the  Government  by  "the  point  of  the 
pen.)J 

Affidavits  were  produced  proving  that  in  many 
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places,  for  some  reason  or  other,  elections  had  not 
even  taken  place,  yet  the  Government  had  claimed 
a  big  majority. 

Of  course  the  latter  had  their  reasons  and  counter- 
accusations  ;  and  so  war  was  declared  between  the 
opposing  parties. 

Almost  without  warning,  the  city  of  Goyaz  was 
besieged  by  the  Opposition  force  of  about  1500 
armed  ruffians  and  bandits  of  the  desperado  type, 
many  being  notorious  assassins  ;  but  they  were  held 
in  hand  by  a  group  of  more  conscientious  men,  and 
were  directed  by  a  capable  ex- army  official.  The 
telegraph  wires  were  cut  in  many  places,  and  in  all 
the  surrounding  mountains  the  approaches  to  the 
city  were  occupied,  in  order  to  prevent  the  arrival 
of  reinforcements  for  the  Government. 

The  new  Bishop  and  pastor,  who  now  had  the 
opportunity  to  manifest  his  influence  for  good 
at  this  crisis,  tried  to  make  peace  between  the 
parties,  but  utterly  failed ;  no  one  paid  any  heed 
to  his  exhortations,  in  spite  of  all  the  recent  homage 
and  honour  paid  outwardly  to  his  person.  When 
their  own  interests  were  concerned,  his  flock  cared 
nothing  for  him  or  his  words,  and  a  group  of  his 
travelling  monks  were  unceremoniously  held  up  by 
the  rebels  as  suspects. 

The  State  army  only  numbered  about  300 
men,  and  nothing  was  done  to  put  the  place  in 
a  state  of  defence  ;  foodstuff  became  scarce  and 
dear,  and  the  city  was  in  a  condition  of  semi-panic. 
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The  very  worst  was  expected,  in  view  of  the 
dangerous  character  of  the  rebel  army,  and  many 
families  managed  to  escape  from  the  town. 

At  this  time  I  walked  out  one  evening  to  a 
village  only  two  miles  away,  and  found  the  place 
almost  deserted.  The  few  remaining  families  had 
gathered  together  and  were  discussing  the  situation 
in  doleful  terms. 

As  I  approached  a  group  I  cried  out,  "  I  have 
the  remedy  !  " 

A  little  startled,  they  awaited  my  explanation; 
so  I  handed  round  appropriate  Gospel  tracts  to 
each  person,  saying,  "  There  would  be  no  revolu 
tions  if  this  were  known  and  believed,"  and,  accept 
ing  an  offered  stool,  I  preached  the  Gospel  into 
willing  ears.  Then  I  passed  on  to  the  next  group  in 
like  manner,  and  with  the  same  result — they  all 
agreed.  By  the  time  I  had  finished  it  was  quite 
dark ;  and  I  walked  home  over  the  hills  with  joy 
unspeakable  in  my  heart. 

A  day  or  so  later,  when  things  were  at  their  worst, 
I  had  some  large  printed  labels  stuck  on  the  front 
of  copies  of  St.  Mark's  Gospel :  "  The  Revolution  ! 
the  Cause  and  the  Remedy,  see  page  46,"  and 
scattered  them  broadcast  throughout  the  city.  On 
page  46  they  found  underlined,  in  red,  verses  24 
and  29  to  33  of  chapter  xii.  They  were  eagerly 
received,  and  I  have  reason  to  believe  they  caused 
a  profound  impression,  which  was  certainly  more 
than  the  Bishop's  intervention  produced. 
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The  situation  grew  critical.  An  armed  force, 
accompanying  a  newly  elected  member,  sought  to 
break  through  to  the  city ;  but,  falling  into  an  ambush 
a  few  miles  from  their  goal,  they  were  utterly  routed, 
and  left  over  twenty  dead  or  mortally  wounded  on 
the  field. 

Being  now  thoroughly  terrified,  the  Government 
sought  to  come  to  terms ;  but  the  rebel  leaders  were 
obdurate ;  and  only  when  they  had  obtained  a  com 
plete  surrender,  and  with  trumpets,  and  flaunting  of 
banners  and  red  sashes,  had  ridden  fully  armed  and 
triumphant  through  the  awestruck  city,  was  the 
siege  raised. 

We  had  the  opportunity  of  preaching  Christ  to 
five  of  the  rebel  force  who  came  into  our  meeting 
on  the  next  Sunday  night ;  they  presented  a 
rather  alarming  appearance,  but  God  was  mani 
festly  working,  and  they  all  seemed  really  im 
pressed. 

It  is  a  terrible  thing  to  realize  the  darkness  in 
which  all  S.  America  lies,  with  no  Gospel  light  shining 
upon  her.  The  whole  mass  of  the  people  are  destitute 
of  any  saving  knowledge  of  God.  The  religion  of 
Rome  has  been  from  the  first  idolatrous  and  mechani 
cal,  devoid  of  spiritual  life  or  power,  and  forming 
a  veritable  cloak  for  covet ousness.  The  Word  of 
God  has  not  been  given  to  the  people ;  but  instead 
a  gaudy  ceremonial  of  image  worship,  combined 
with  feasts  and  revelries  notorious  for  their  licen 
tiousness  and  drunkenness. 
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A  debased,  immoral  priesthood,  arrogating  to 
itself  the  sole  right  of  mediatorship  between  the 
people  and  God,  has  for  generations  been  selling, 
in  the  name  of  God,  but  for  its  own  enrichment, 
the  licence  to  indulge  in  sin  without  guilt 
or  penalty ;  so  that  the  public  conscience  has 
been  utterly  deadened  to  all  apprehension  of  sin 
as  God  sees  it.  Thus  Satan  seeks  to  dazzle  and 
deceive  these  people,  so  that  they  drink  greedily 
at  this  stagnant  pool ;  and,  paying  heavily  for  the 
privilege,  cannot  lift  their  eyes  to  Him  who 
offers  the  water  of  life  freely,  and  who  alone  of 
the  sons  of  men  is  worthy  of  all  honour  and 
praise. 

It  is  difficult  for  those  who  live  under  the  shelter 
of  Protestant  institutions,  with  their  independence, 
freedom  of  conscience,  and  intelligent  knowledge 
and  worship  of  God,  to  realize  what  Rome  really 
stands  for  where  she  has  full  power.  She  sits  there, 
"  high  throned  and  unashamed,"  the  declared  foe 
of  God's  Word,  and  of  the  simple  Gospel  contained 
therein. 

It  is  not  easy  to  calculate  the  spiritual  power  and 
influence  wielded  by  a  Roman  Catholic  Bishop  with 
his  small  army  of  monks  and  nuns  in  a  town  like 
Goyaz,  situated  far  away  from  the  influences  of 
modern  civilization  and  thought,  and  where  the 
Bible — the  only  basis  for  a  pure,  right  judgment  in 
religious  matters — is  denied  the  people.  In  many 
respects  Goyaz  savours  more  of  the  seventeenth  than 
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of  the  twentieth  century ;  and  here  may  yet  be  found 
the  old-time  inquisitorial  spirit  that  Rome  so  success 
fully  disguises  in  other  lands  where  the  Gospel  light 
shines. 

This  spirit  was  manifested  soon  after  the  new 
"  Angel's  "  arrival  in  the  city.  A  leading  article 
came  out  in  the  only  newspaper  in  the  State,  then 
published  by  the  Bishop,  headed  "  To  the  Fire  !  " 
One  felt  that  he  deemed  it  a  pity  that,  in  addition 
to  Bibles  and  Gospels,  he  could  not  consign  to  the 
flames  the  believers  also,  and  that  the  law  would 
not  permit  a  real  live  Auto-da-fe — Rome's  only 
effective  answer  to  the  continual  protest  of  Christ's 
witnesses  against  her  apostasy. 

The  article  read  as  follows  : — 

"  We  recommend  our  worthy  countrymen,  who  have 
given  so  many  proofs  lately  of  not  desiring  any 
other  religion  than  the  Catholic,  that  they  cast 
into  the  fire  without  the  least  scruple,  all  the  Pro 
testant  Bibles  and  Gospels,  with  books  or  tracts  of 
this  religious  sect  that  may  fall  into  their  hands. 

"  These  books  and  tracts  are  well  known,  and  are 
customarily  offered  to  children  or  to  careless 
people,  for  others  refuse  to  accept  them  (happily 
untrue).  Sometimes  at  night  they  are  tucked 
under  the  doors,  or,  as  has  occurred  to  some  families, 
slipped  through  the  Venetian  shutters. 

<(  To  the  fire  with  all  that  are  distributed  from  to-day 
on  !  To  the  fire  with  any  or  all  that  may  yet  be  in 
the  house,  where  no  Catholic  may  retain  these 
books !  " 

In  spite,  however,  of  its  tireless  activity,  Roman- 
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ism  loses  ground  daily,  and  the  very  ashes  of 
the  burnt  Scriptures  are  rising  up  in  judgment 
against  her;  while  we  can  praise  God  that  the 
attitude  of  Brazil  is  changing  year  by  year  towards 
the  Gospel. 
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CHAPTER   XII 

THE   BIBLE   ON   THE   UPPER  AMAZON 

ON  our  return  journey  from  the  Putumayo 
region,  in  June  1913,  after  shooting  the  rapids 
of  the  Caqueta  on  the  frontiers  of  Colombia  and 
Brazil,  we  drew  up  in  our  canoe  at  Jatuarana,  a  little 
frontier  fiscal  station  of  the  latter  nation,  perched 
high  up  on  the  banks.  It  commanded  a  splendid 
view  of  the  river,  here  about  a  mile  in  width,  in  one 
of  the  most  lovely  and  yet  desolate  regions  in  the 
world. 

The  settlement  consisted  of  some  six  or  eight 
rough  dwellings  of  mud  with  a  dash  of  whitewash, 
and  were  hardly  worthy  of  the  designation  of  houses, 
except,  perhaps,  that  of  the  administrator,  which  was 
floored.  They  were  occupied  by  a  few  Government 
officials  and  a  dozen  or  two  of  crude,  rough  sailors. 

From  this  point  we  expected  to  continue  our  long 
journey  down  the  Japura  River  to  the  Amazon  by 
means  of  a  small  steam  launch,  which  makes  a 
monthly  trip  between  this  very  remote  point  and 
Manaos ;  but  we  found  we  should  have  to  wait  a 

week  or  more  for  its  arrival. 
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Hospitality  was  at  once  freely  extended  to  my 
companion  (Mr.  Walkey)  and  myself;  and  we 
speedily  won  the  confidence  and  good  will  of  these 
people. 

I  felt  it  was  an  opportunity  not  to  be  missed ; 
especially  as  I  providentially  found  awaiting 
me  at  this  very  point  the  long  delayed  box  of 
Scriptures  in  Spanish  and  Portuguese  which  I  had 
ordered  from  Para  four  months  previously.  But  it 
often  needs  much  wisdom  and  tact  to  break  the  ice 
and  induce  people  to  give  one  a  hearing.  How  could 
I  do  it  here  ?  I  soon  remembered  that  we  had  in  our 
outfit  a  small  box  gramophone,  which  had  helped 
considerably  to  relieve  the  terrible  silence  and  the 
awful  monotony  of  existence  on  the  Upper  Amazon. 

I  used  to  feel  very  much  prejudiced  against  these 
instruments,  but  I  now  incorporate  them  in  the 
armoury  of  useful  and  lawful  means  to  attract  the 
people ;  and  so  it  certainly  proved  on  this  occasion. 

On  the  evening  of  our  arrival,  after  dinner,  before 
the  crowd  had  dispersed,  I  produced  the  gramophone, 
which  was  to  them  a  great  novelty  ;  and  before  the 
week  was  up,  it  had  drawn  all  the  neighbours  from 
both  sides  of  the  river  within  several  miles.  On  this 
first  occasion,  I  wound  up  the  instrument  and  we 
had  a  few  selections,  finishing  up  with  Handel's 
"  Largo"  and  the  "  Hallelujah  Chorus."  I  then,  in 
a  casual  tone,  remarked  that  I  had  a  most  inter 
esting  book  in  my  pocket,  and  that  I  would,  with 
their  permission,  read  them  an  extract. 
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"  Pois  nao!"  (Why  not!)  they  exclaimed;  and 
I  read  them  the  story  of  the  Prodigal  Son,  accom 
panied  by  a  short  explanation,  which  was  followed 
with  very  quiet  attention. 

The  next  night  I  repeated  the  same  manoeuvre. 
We  had  one  or  two  gramophone  hymns,  and  I 
sang  the  same  to  them  in  Portuguese;  then  once 
more  I  produced  my  book,  and  opened  up  the 
Scriptures. 

By  the  third  night  they  were  accustomed  to  my 
voice,  and  seemed  to  forget  my  presence  in  their 
interest  in  what  they  heard. 

One  young  sailor  lad,  who  showed  particular 
interest,  was  intent  with  wide-open  eyes,  on  what  I 
said ;  and  when  I  ceased,  he  broke  the  momentary 
silence  which  fell  on  us,  exclaiming,  "  Well,  my 
father  and  mother  were  devotos  (religious)  people, 
but  they  never  told  me  this  !  /  never  heard  it 
before ;  and  now  I  have  listened  to  your  words,  and 
understand  what  it  means,  I  can  say,  /  am  for  it." 
"  I  am  for  it  !  "  Ten  thousand  Brazilian  hearts 
would  re-echo  these  words,  if  they  had  but  the 
chance  to  hear  what  these  sailors  heard.  "  How  can 
they  hear  without  a  preacher  ?  " 

Another  man  named  Antao  was  perhaps  still 
more  deeply  convinced;  and  when  I  presented 
each  one  with  a  copy  of  the  Scriptures,  he  started 
reading  his  Bible  by  the  hour  at  a  stretch  and  in  a 
loud  voice,  so  that  he  could  be  heard  by  nearly  all 
the  village.  Lying  in  my  hammock  in  a  neighbour- 
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ing  house,  I  could  follow  his  reading  distinctly. 
This  same  man  is  now  going  to  start  a  school  there 
for  the  benefit  of  his  companions  who  want  to  learn 
to  read  for  the  Gospel's  sake. 

One  of  these  is  a  fine  young  Miranha  Indian 
lad  named  Claudino.  By  his  aid  I  was  able 
to  compile  a  fairly  large  and  useful  vocabulary  of 
that  dialect. 

The  little  informal  meetings  were  continued 
nightly  until  one  evening  the  small  steam  launch 
arrived,  when  this  ministry  terminated  abruptly.  In 
a  few  hours  we  found  ourselves  whirling  down-stream 
on  the  homeward  journey,  after  bidding  an  affection 
ate  and  long  farewell.  The  precious  Word  left 
behind  is  a  sure  and  lasting  witness,  that  will  some 
day  yield  a  certain  harvest. 

All  down  the  river  we  distributed  these  Scriptures, 
and  up  into  the  Spanish  Caqueta  region,  bordering 
the  infamous  Putumayo  district;  so  that  there  are 
very  few  families  in  this  remote  part  of  the  world 
who  do  not  now  possess  some  portion  of  the  Word 
of  Life. 


CHAPTER    XIII 

"WHERE  THERE  is  NO  WORD  OF  LIFE" 

THERE  are  in  Brazil,  huge  regions  populated 
by  numerous  tribes  of  Indians,  ranging  in 
number  from  a  few  hundred  to  several  thousand 
in  each  tribe,  into  whose  languages  and  dialects 
not  one  verse  of  the  Bible  has  yet  been  translated, 
and  among  whom  there  is  to-day  not  a  solitary 
Gospel  worker. 

The  initial  difficulties  and  dangers  of  the  still 
future  missionary  effort  among  these  redskins  will 
be  very  great,  owing  to  the  remoteness  of  this  great 
unknown  territory,  as  well  as  to  the  character  of  the 
Indians  and  their  numerous  dialects,  which  may  be 
any  number  from  two  to  four  hundred. 

Some  idea  may  perhaps  be  obtained  of  the 
characteristics  of  such  pioneer  work  by  the  following 
incident,  which  occurred  during  my  journey  of 
investigation  among  the  Caraja  Indians  of  the 
beautiful  Bananal  Island,  on  the  great  Araguaya 
River,  the  main  body  of  the  Tocantins. 

Three  hundred  miles  from  the  nearest  white  man's 
dwelling,  the  nose  of  my  "  dug  out  "  canoe  grazed 
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the  edge  of  a  clean,  broad  sandbank  in  the  beautiful 
Araguaya  River. 

At  about  latitude  12°  S.,  facing  the  great  fluvial 
island  of  Bananal,  the  small  Carajd  Indian  village 
of  Capitao  Joao  pursues  the  even  tenor  of  its 
way,  far  from  the  disturbing  presence  of  the  white 
man,  and  with  very  much  the  same  conception  of  life 
and  its  duties  and  pleasures  as  that  which  was  held 
by  its  predecessors  of  four  centuries  ago,  ere  the 
paleface  drove  them  from  the  now  far-away  shores  of 
Brazil,  where  they  had  till  then  reigned  supreme. 

The  redskins  who  then  inhabited  the  coast  were 
only  driven  back  after  many  a  bloody  contest  with 
their  invaders.  Time  and  again  the  battle  turned 
in  their  favour,  and  the  trained  Portuguese  soldiery 
gave  way  before  them.  But  it  was  only  to  renew 
the  struggle  under  more  favourable  circumstances ; 
and  it  is  certain  that  the  Indians  owe  their  final 
subjugation  as  much  to  the  astute  and  subtle  diplo 
macy  of  the  Jesuit  monks  as  to  the  arms  of  the 
invaders. 

This  Indian  village,  with  its  neat  and  regular 
row  of  ten  huts,  or  cabins,  made  of  green  withes 
and  palm  leaves,  seemed  half  deserted;  and  only 
half  a  dozen  stalwart,  highly  coloured  warriors  and 
a  small  group  of  women  and  children  greeted  our 
arrival. 

At  first  my  own  presence  seemed  quite  over 
looked  in  their  excitement  and  joy  on  recognizing 
in  my  pilot  their  long-lost  relative,  Odidi  (pronounced 
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Oo-di-dee) .  More  than  a  year  had  passed  since  he  had 
left  his  native  village  on  a  journey  to  see  the  white 
man's  world — a  journey  which  had  finally  landed  him 
in  our  home  in  Goyaz  city,  on  the  headwaters  of  one 
of  the  Araguaya  tributaries,  where  exists  an  outpost 
station  of  the  E. U.S.A.  Here  he  was  back  again, 
with  a  great  deal  of  superfluous  clothing,  including 
a  straw  hat,  a  very  extraordinary  collar  and  tie,  and 
an  old  alpaca  jacket,  which  he  had  specially  brought 
with  him  from  Goyaz,  as  trophies  of  civilization 
with  which  to  dazzle  the  eyes  of  his  numerous 
and  worthy  relations. 

His  completely  unclad  brethren  gathered  round  in 
a  very  critical  manner ;  and  Odidi  all  at  once  seemed 
vastly  ashamed  of  his  shirt,  and  hung  his  head.  His 
little  cousins,  however,  thoroughly  enjoyed  them 
selves,  literally  dancing  round  him  with  glee,  and 
frequently  stopping  to  examine,  in  a  very  embarras 
sing  way,  every  detail — every  button,  of  his  modest 
outfit.  When,  however,  his  hat  was  removed,  and 
it  was  seen  that  his  black  hair  had  been  cropped,  a 
kind  of  shudder  went  round  the  long-haired  group  ; 
and  shortly  afterwards  I  saw  them  trying  to  trim 
up  more  to  their  liking  the  little  that  remained. 

I  soon  discovered  that  the  majority  of  the  in 
habitants,  including  the  Chief,  Capitao  Joao,  were 
away  on  one  of  their  usual  fishing  and  hunting 
expeditions.  For  this  their  sole  and  sufficient 
equipment  is  the  bow  and  arrow,  which  is  as  con 
venient  for  shooting  a  fish  as  for  spearing  a 
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chameleon  or  landing  a  wild  duck.  Their  skill 
with  this  weapon  is  amazing. 

After  awhile  my  presence  was  noticed,  and  for 
some  time  I  was  eyed  in  much  the  same  way  as 
the  small  boy  first  gazes  at  a  grizzly  bear.  The 
Caraja  children,  with  queer  little  cries,  ran  for 
protection  behind  their  mothers,  who  looked  rather 
scared  themselves ;  and  yet  I  was  not  half  so 
civilized-looking  as  Odidi,  with  my  bare  arms  and 
legs,  and  crumpled  panama,  in  which  the  parrots 
had  bitten  two  big  holes.  I  was  nearly  as  red  as 
an  Indian  with  sunburn,  and  looked  as  nearly  like  a 
savage  as  I  knew  how ;  but  even  the  great  scarlet 
macaws  perched  on  the  cabin  tops  detected  an  im 
postor  ;  for  they  started  screeching  as  only  macaws 
can,  drowning  all  other  sounds  in  their  scathing 
denunciations  of  the  redskins'  hereditary  foe. 

As  if  this  were  insufficient,  an  elderly  lady  of  the 
village,  who  evidently  did  not  waste  much  time 
consulting  fashion  plates,  completed  my  discom 
fiture  by  raising  a  high-pitched  howl  over  Odidi, 
which  could  be  heard  half  a  mile  away. 

All  this  was  very  embarrassing  for  me,  especially 
as  the  old  dame  in  her  lamentations — or  whatever 
they  were — cast  in  my  direction  many  a  glance  and 
what  were  not  very  reassuring  gesticulations,  so  much 
so  that  I  quietly  walked  off  to  some  of  the  cabins 
referred  to,  and  endeavoured  to  ingratiate  myself 
with  their  occupants.  I  invoked  the  help  of  a  few 
Caraja  words  I  had  acquired,  and  brought  out  some 
13 
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fish  hooks,  coloured  handkerchiefs,  beads,  mirrors, 
and  dolls.  All  of  these  were  gravely  received,  not 
without  some  suspicion,  with  the  exception  of  the 
white  man's  doll,  which  immediately  provoked  such 
hilarious  excitement  among  young  and  old  alike 
that  even  my  presence  was  forgotten. 

Before  nightfall  I  had  managed  to  overcome  the 
reserve  and  timidity  of  the  whole  village,  and  suc 
ceeded  in  drawing  their  smiles,  the.  children  re 
suming  their  natural  happy  manner.  Soon  after 
sunset  I  heard,  far  away  over  the  dim  expanse 
of  water  above  the  village,  some  faint  but  oft- 
repeated  cooing  cries,  which  were  answered  by  a 
loud  chorus  from  the  village.  It  was  a  fleet  of 
canoes  returning  home  with  the  day's  catch,  and 
everybody  seemed  to  brighten  up  in  the  anticipation 
of  a  good  meal.  Their  canoes,  each  constructed  of  a 
single  log  of  wood,  hollowed  out  by  fire,  were  laden 
almost  to  the  water's  edge  with  about  a  hundred 
big  fish.  They  carried  as  well  a  few  turtles,  a  few 
score  eggs  of  the  same,  a  couple  of  chameleons,  and 
a  big  bunch  of  short  green  sticks. 

The  newcomers  gave  another  aspect  of  life  to  the 
village.  The  canoes  were  rapidly  unloaded,  and  the 
fish  and  other  edible  contents,  just  as  they  were, 
scales,  intestines,  sand,  and  all,  were  soon  piled 
up  on  extemporized  tables  of  green  sticks,  erected 
between  each  cabin  and  its  neighbour.  A  fire  pro 
duced  by  the  friction  of  two  sticks  was  applied 
beneath  these  heaps,  and  soon  the  smoky  frizzling 
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mass — some  half  cooked,  the  rest  burnt,  and  all 
unsalted — was  ready  for  the  redskins'  stomachs. 

Three  or  four  of  these  fires  were  now  burning  at  once ; 
and,  intensified  by  the  fat  of  the  roasting  fish,  their 
bright  rays  lighting  up  the  dense  darkness  that  now 
covered  the  scene  gave  the  village  an  intensely  weird 
and  unearthly  appearance.  Meanwhile  the  naked 
redskins  stretched  themselves  at  full  length  round  the 
fires,  the  soft,  clean  sand  being  still  warm  with  the 
sun's  heat,  and  in  quiet,  musical  voices  recounted 
the  little  incidents  and  adventures  of  the  day. 
They  were  interrupted  repeatedly  by  hearty  bursts  of 
laughter,  or  by  short  exclamations  in  a  shrill  falsetto, 
while  every  few  words  of  each  speaker  drew  a  chorus 
of  sympathetic  "  Umm,  umm's."  I  took  my  place  in 
one  of  the  largest  of  these  circles,  turning  my  bare 
feet  to  the  fire  in  the  orthodox  fashion.  I  had  on 
each  side  of  me  a  big,  highly  painted,  and  strange- 
smelling  savage,  whose  only  dress  consisted  of 
wrist-bands  (to  take  the  jar  of  the  bow  string), 
and,  in  the  case  of  unmarried  men,  of  a  small  tassel 
tied  below  each  knee. 

One  of  these  latter  was  a  cousin  of  my  pilot  Odidi. 
He  had  hugged  me  with  great  warmth  and  had  shown 
other  signs  of  so  much  goodwill  when  we  first  met  that 
I  might  have  been  a  twin  brother.  After  awhile 
the  conversation  evidently  turned  on  the  white  man 
present,  as  a  score  of  keen  dark  eyes  were  turned  in 
my  direction;  and  in  the  same  quiet  tone  and 
manner  they  discussed  my  person  and  belongings, 
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tried  to  make  sure  that  my  moustache  was  not  stuck 
on,  and  said  many  things,  complimentary  or  otherwise, 
which  it  was  impossible  to  do  more  than  guess  at. 

As  I  lay  there  looking  back  into  their  strangely 
attractive  faces,  with  their  interesting  figures  lit  up 
to  fine  effect  against  the  dark  background  by  the 
flickering  light  of  the  waning  fires,  and  with  the 
agreeable  cadences  of  their  strange  language  in  my 
ears,  I  felt  my  heart  go  out  to  these  long-forgotten 
people ;  and  a  sense  of  the  utter  loneliness,  hopeless 
ness,  and  animalism  of  their  lives  came  over  me. 
They  could  never  even  conceive  of  the  realities  of  the 
love  of  God,  of  Eternal  Life,  and  of  the  grace  of  the 
Lord  Jesus.  There  they  sat  —  these  beautiful, 
noble-looking  sons  of  Adam — gazing  wonderingly  at 
me ;  and  I  was  utterly  helpless  and  unable  to 
say  what  I  was  yearning  to  say  of  the  good  news  of 
salvation,  for  as  yet  I  had  found  no  words  in  their 
dialect  for  grace,  pardon,  or  Saviour.  I  could 
vaguely  repeat,  "  Ahado-edanare,  Ahado-edanarS" 
(God  is  good,  God  is  good).  But,  alas,  "  Ahado  " 
also  means  "  moon  "  !  It  is  true  I  had  not  gone  there 
to  preach,  but  to  explore  and  report,  with  the  view 
of  some  future  attempt  to  reach  them  for  Christ ;  but 
it  was  none  the  less  grievous  to  think  that  I  possessed 
the  secret  of  Eternal  Life,  and  the  remedy  for  all 
their  sorrows  and  aspirations,  locked  up  in  my  own 
breast,  and  was  as  incapable  of  expressing  them 
as  a  Romish  image  could  be. 

I  feel  certain  that  when  the  light  does  shine  into  this 
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darkness,  it  will  be  found  that  God  has  much  people 
among  these  Indian  tribes — much  precious  fruit  for 
His  praise  and  glory.  How  much  longer  must  they 
wait  ?  Where  are  the  long-awaited  volunteers  ? 

The  fish  supper  ended,  and  the  turtles  disposed  of, 
an  Indian  next  to  me  began  to  address  me  in  a  very 
soft  but  impressive  way,  and  not  without  some 
oratorical  effect  in  voice  and  gesture.  He  spoke  with 
a  certain  dignity  and  weight,  and  might  have  been 
expounding  some  profound  philosophical  view,  or 
discussing  the  latest  theory  of  the  universe.  I 
endeavoured  to  appear  interested,  and  was  pretty 
free  with  my  "  Umm's  "  at  every  pause.  This  went 
on  for  some  time,  and  I  began  to  feel  uncomfortable ; 
and  when  at  last  he  made  a  long  pause  and  looked 
at  me  fixedly  in  an  inquiring  way,  I  felt  things  were 
critical.  At  that  moment  I  caught  a  glimpse  of 
Odidi,  who  had  now  joined  the  company  round  the 
fire,  and  beckoning  to  him  I  made  him  understand 
that  I  wanted  to  know  what  his  friend  was  saying. 
"  Umm,"  said  Odidi,  after  a  few  words  with  his  cousin, 
"  he  wants  to  know  if  you  would  oblige  him  with 
a  brick  of  raw  sugar  !  "  This  is  about  the  highest 
conception  of  happiness  that  a  Caraja  possesses. 

How  many  great  events,  pitiful  scenes,  and  awful 
tragedies,  continually  being  enacted  among  these 
far-way  redskin  tribes  of  the  unexplored  regions  of 
Central  Brazil,  that  elsewhere  would  arouse  world 
wide  interest  and  compassion,  are  here  swallowed 
up  in  oblivion ! 
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One  day,  while  examining  Odidi's  war  club,  he 
pointed  out  to  me,  with  evident  pride,  the  marks 
and  indentations  caused  by  conflict  with  some 
wild  animal  he  had  encountered  and  vanquished. 
Proceeding,  he  casually  mentioned  with  perfect 
indifference  that  human  lives,  too,  had  left  their 
mark  on  that  club.  This  led  to  further  inquiries ; 
and  he  then  told  me  the  following  story,  relying  on 
his  dramatic  action  and  gesticulations  more  than 
on  his  scanty  knowledge  of  Portuguese,  and  the  few 
words  of  his  own  language  that  I  had  acquired. 

Until  a  few  years  ago,  he  said,  there  lived  on 
the  Tapirape  River  a  tribe  of  wild  Indians,  from 
whom  the  river  took  its  name.  They  very  rarely 
left  their  haunts  on  the  banks  of  this  strange  river 
(concerning  which  curious  facts  are  related),  and 
were  hardly  known  except  by  rumour. 

Between  them  and  their  neighbours  of  the  Caraja 
tribe  there  existed  a  racial  enmity  (so  common 
among  these  Indians),  which  ended  in  the  massacre 
of  the  Tapirape"  tribe,  on  the  lower  reaches  of  that 
river. 

For  some  unexplained  reason,  four  Carajas  had 
been  slain  by  the  Tapirapes,  under  provoking 
circumstances,  and  one  of  the  murdered  men  was 
Odidi's  brother.  The  Carajas,  who  are  naturally 
a  pacific  tribe,  were  roused  to  fury,  and  determined 
on  a  dreadful  revenge. 

Many  hundreds  of  Indians  joined  in  the  raid,  and, 
crossing  the  Araguaya  in  their  canoes — for  they 
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only  dwell  on  the  eastern  bank  of  that  river — they 
travelled  for  several  days  up  the  Tapirape".  Reach 
ing  the  neighbourhood  of  the  villages  of  their 
enemies  by  night,  they  silently  made  prepara 
tions  to  attack  them,  and  soon  had  formed  a  com 
plete  and  extended  circle,  hemming  them  in  on  all 
sides. 

As  the  earliest  morning  rays  shone  out,  the  Carajas 
stealthily  advanced,  almost  at  a  crawl,  each  warrior 
holding  in  front  of  him  a  leaf  of  the  Buriti  palm,  or 
a  tree  branch,  to  hide  his  presence  from  the  un 
suspecting  Tapirapes. 

Slowly  the  fatal  circle  closed  in  on  the  doomed 
villages,  till  at  last,  further  disguise  being  impossible, 
they  uttered  a  fearful  yell,  and,  throwing  aside  the 
palm  leaves,  they  rushed  into  the  huts,  and,  in  prob 
ably  less  time  than  it  takes  me  to  write  this,  had 
butchered  the  unprepared  and  miserable  inhabitants, 
to  the  last  man,  sparing  only  the  women  and  children. 

As  Odidi  continued  to  tell  me  all  this,  he  stiffened 
his  powerful  body,  an  awful  smile  crossed  his  face, 
and  with  a  strange  glint  in  his  eyes,  he  seized  me  by 
the  wrist ;  and,  dragging  me  some  yards  over  the  grass 
on  which  I  had  been  sitting,  he  raised  his  club  with 
cruel  glee,  and,  swinging  it  above  him,  brought  it 
down — I  am  glad  to  be  able  to  relate — with  only  a 
soft  tap  on  my  head.  I  confess  I  had  a  fear  that  in 
his  endeavours  to  explain,  and  with  the  excitement 
produced  by  his  re-enactment  of  a  tragedy  in 
which  he  took  an  active  and  terrible  part,  the  story 
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might  become  altogether  too  realistic  for  me, 
especially  as  we  were  away  out  in  the  open  country 
in  the  direction  of  his  native  village. 

He  further  told  me  that  all  the  women  and 
children  were  carried  away  captive  to  the  Bananal 
Island,  and  they  either  became  part  of  the  Caraja 
tribe  we  had  seen,  or  else  were  sold  to  any  bidder — 
sometimes  to  white  men  in  exchange  for  an  ox,  or 
for  something  which  is  their  equivalent  for  money.1 

As  a  sequel  to  the  above,  let  me  add  that  a 
few  years  later  Dr.  Fritz,  a  German  explorer, 
travelled  down  the  Araguaya  and  made  a  special 
study  of  a  section  of  the  Tapirap6  River,  marking 
down  its  course,  and  endeavouring  to  obtain 
information  about  this  rumoured  tribe.  He  told 
me  that,  though  he  had  travelled  along  its  course 
several  hundreds  of  miles,  he  was  astonished  not 
to  find  any  trace  of  the  Tapirape*  tribe,  beyond  a 
few  ruined  huts  on  the  river  banks.  This  mystery 
is  explained  by  Odidi's  story. 

And  so,  whilst  the  Church  of  Christ  hesitates 
and  delays,  whole  tribes  are  passing  away  with 
never  a  chance  to  hear  the  Good  News — without 
one  ray  of  light  or  hope.  In  spite  of  the  strong 

1  -  Since  that  date  the  Government  Inspector  of  the 
Indians  of  this  region  ascended  the  Tapirapd  River  (in  1913), 
and  discovered  about  1000  or  1500  of  this  tribe  still  exist 
ing.  He  estimates  that  the  Carajas,  Tapirapds,  Javahe's, 
Cherentes,  Chavantes,  and  one  or  two  other  tribes  around 
that  district,  number  over  20,000  Indians.  Here  would  be  a 
very  good  centre  for  work  among  these  peoples  in  Brazil." 
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appeal  made  for  the  men  and  means  to  reach  these 
Indians,  few  seem  to  have  laid  to  heart  the  need  of 
these  "other  sheep,"  and  God's  chosen  man  still 
holds  back. 

Patriotic  Americans,  when  they  hear  of  Canada's 
virgin  soil  and  bountiful  harvests,  are  willing  to 
leave  the  Stars  and  Stripes,  and  live  under  the 
Union  Jack.  How  long  shall  we  be  content  to  work 
only  upon  our  little  over-cultivated  patch  at  home, 
where  the  results  are  proportionately  so  poor,  while 
such  vast  and  fertile  lands  remain  untilled  ?  How 
much  longer  shall  the  virgin  soil  of  South  America 
await  the  Gospel  sowers  and  reapers  for  the  golden 
harvest  now  at  hand  ? 

While  we  lavish  large  sums  on  our  magnificent 
churches,  chapels,  institutes  and  cathedrals,  and 
upon  ourselves  and  our  pleasures,  at  the  same  time 
neglecting  our  plain — our  first  and  highest  duty; 
surely  the  blood  of  these  slaughtered  redskins  must 
cry  out  against  us  up  to  the  throne  of  God's  justice. 
Again  the  solemn  warning  rings  in  our  ears — 

"  If  thou  forbear  to  deliver  them  that  are  drawn 
unto  death,  and  those  that  are  ready  to  be  slain ; 
if  thou  sayest,  Behold,  we  knew  it  not ;  doth  not 
He  that  pondereth  the  heart  consider  it  ?  And 
He  that  keepeth  thy  soul,  doth  not  He  know  it  ? 
And  shall  not  He  render  to  every  man  according 
to  his  works  ?  "  (Prov.  xxiv.  n,  12). 


CHAPTER   XIV 

SOWING   AND   REAPING 

FROM  the  Federal  capital  of  Brazil  to  the  State 
capital  of  S.  Paulo  there  extends  a  high 
range  of  mountains — the  Sierra  do  Mar — parallel 
to,  and  only  some  30  or  40  miles  distant  from,  the 
seacoast. 

So  high  is  this  Sierra  and  so  difficult  are  the 
engineering  problems  involved,  that  as  yet  no  line 
of  railway  finds  its  way  into  this  narrow  strip  of 
territory,  over  300  miles  long.  To  a  large  extent 
it  is  cut  off  from  the  progress  and  prosperity  that 
mark  the  towns  and  villages  on  the  highlands  of 
the  States  of  Rio,  Minas,  and  S.  Paulo ;  and  an 
air  of  stagnation,  both  material  and  moral,  hangs 
over  everything,  rendering  it  a  happy  retreat  for 
those  priests  of  Rome  who  still  hunger  for  that 
absolute  rule  which  is  now  fast  passing  out  of 
their  hands,  with  the  advance  of  progress  and 
education. 

One  of  the  chief  places  in  this  district  is  the 
mountain-girt  town  of  Parahybuna.  Eighteen  years 
ago  some  American  missionaries  tried  to  preach  the 
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Gospel  here,  but  were  driven  out  without  accom 
plishing  their  object.  Fifteen  or  sixteen  years 
later,  one  of  our  native  colporteurs,  Benedicto 
Hirth  (now  an  evangelist),  penetrating  this  dis 
trict,  canvassed  the  same  city,  and  achieved  the 
triumph  of  selling  eighteen  Bibles  and  very  many 
New  Testaments,  and  that  in  the  face  of  dangerous 
opposition.  Most  of  these  books,  it  transpires, 
were  afterwards  got  away  from  the  people  by 
their  priest,  and  thrown  by  his  orders  into  the 
river;  but  being  carried  away  by  the  current 
many  were  recovered  by  fishermen  living  along 
the  banks. 

Great  interest  was  created  among  these  simple 
folk  by  the  circulation  of  the  Scriptures  and  Gospel 
tracts,  and  several  large  meetings  were  held  by  our 
colporteur  brother. 

A  year  had  passed.  We  felt  that  it  was  now 
about  time  that  these  places  should  be  revisited 
and  evangelized,  and  Benedicto  Hirth  was  again 
chosen  for  that  purpose.  The  plan  of  action  was 
laid  carefully  and  compassed  with  much  prayer; 
and  our  well-tried  colporteur,  Galdino,  accompanied 
by  Jose,  one  of  our  new  converts,  a  native  of 
the  city,  led  the  way  with  a  week's  canvass  of 
Par  ahy  buna. 

Previous  to  his  conversion,  Jose  had  sunk  deeply 
into  the  mire  of  Spiritualism,  in  which  satanic 
deceit  most  of  his  relatives  were  also  involved. 
He  was  also  a  great  fighter,  and  had  no  scruples 
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about  using  his  knife;  so,  as  he  was  constantly 
getting  into  feuds  with  his  neighbours,  he  made 
many  enemies.  He  seemed  great  at  everything 
that  was  bad;  yet  with  it  all  he  was  a  kind 
husband  and  a  gentle  father.  A  short  time 
before  this  expedition,  he  had  drifted  to  S.  Paulo, 
and  there  he  met  one  of  our  colporteurs.  I 
shall  not  easily  forget  his  first  appearance  among 
the  congregation  in  the  S.  Paulo  Hall,  as  night 
after  night  he  took  his  place  to  listen  to  the  new 
hope  held  out  to  him  through  the  Gospel.  His 
tall,  gaunt  frame  towered  head  and  shoulders 
above  everyone  else  there,  his  face  always  wore  a 
scowling,  forbidding  look,  and  his  whole  aspect 
was  unfavourable  to  his  being  reached  or  touched. 
But  prayers  went  up  for  this  uncouth  stranger,  and 
gradually  Jos6's  face  melted  and  softened ;  then  it 
began  to  reflect  the  new  light  which  was  breaking 
in  upon  his  soul.  It  was  not  long  before  his  wife 
and  daughter  accompanied  him,  and  in  individual 
talks  with  them  we  discovered  that  this  girl  of 
fifteen,  their  eldest,  an  exceptionally  bright,  loving, 
and  intelligent  girl,  had  been  given  over  to  be 
used  as  a  medium  for  the  devilish  work  of  the 
spiritualists,  to  which  the  mother  and  father  were 
slaves,  till  Jesus  set  them  free.  The  conversion  of 
Jose  was  a  miracle  of  Grace,  and  this  was  his  first 
appearance  in  his  own  native  town  since  the  great 
change  in  his  life. 
The  book  sales  were  not  very  great — some  fifty 
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copies  in  all ;  but  faithful  house-to-house  work 
was  done,  and  many  hundreds  of  tracts  were 
circulated,  of  a  character  designed  to  arouse  dis 
cussion  and  dissipate  indifference.  One  day  the 
colporteurs  called  at  the  house  of  the  fanatical, 
Bible-hating  priest,  who  deluged  them  with  torrents 
of  abuse,  declared  their  books  only  fit  for  burning, 
and,  in  reply  to  a  reasonable  protest  from  Galdino, 
offered  him  personal  violence,  from  which  our 
brother  with  difficulty  escaped. 

"  Help  !  "  cried  the  priest,  "  this  nigger1  is  speak 
ing  against  the  saints  in  my  house." 

He  tried  to  have  them  expelled  from  the  city, 
and,  failing  that,  sent  people  to  buy  up  the  small 
stock  of  books,  in  order  to  burn  them ;  but  even 
here  he  was  frustrated;  for  big  Jos6,  hearing  of 
the  plot,  refused  to  sell,  declaring  that  the  priest 
had  not  enough  money,  nor  was  there  sufficient 
in  the  whole  city  to  buy  one  copy  of  the  New 
Testament  for  that  purpose. 

The  news  of  all  this  soon  spread  through  the 
place,  and  from  that  hour  the  sales  steadily 
improved. 

Our  tall,  rugged-looking  Jose"  made  a  great 
impression  in  the  city — the  alteration  in  his  general 
appearance  was  so  marked,  and  he  gave  such  a 
fine  testimony,  with  no  smell  of  tobacco  to  mar 
it.  A  few  of  his  former  neighbours  were  very  ap 
proving,  but  his  spiritualistic  relatives  expressed 
1  Our  colporteur  is  of  a  dark  complexion. 
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great  disgust ;  while  some  of  his  old  evil  associates 
in  vice  and  crime  sought  to  take  advantage  of 
his  changed  demeanour,  one  actually  drawing  a 
knife  in  his  presence  and  swearing  to  "  bleed  him  " 
ere  he  left  the  town.  Jose"  bore  it  all  patiently  and 
without  anger,  though  he  is  big  enough  to  have 
overpowered  his  enemies.  During  those  days,  while 
canvassing  with  Scriptures — our  colporteurs  handle 
the  Word  of  God  only  —  small  meetings  were 
held  in  the  outskirts  of  the  town,  with  attendance 
varying  from  twenty  to  thirty  people.  On  the 
arrival  of  Benedicto  Hirth,  however,  a  large  room 
in  the  centre  of  the  city  was  hired  for  two  nights, 
and  meetings  were  announced. 

We  have  evidence  to  prove  that  a  band  of 
assassins  was  actually  hired  from  a  neighbouring 
village  to  break  up  these  gatherings  by  force,  and 
to  do  our  brethren  harm ;  but  the  police  got  wind 
of  the  affair,  and  all  their  local  extemporary  force 
was  put  at  our  disposal.  Over  two  hundred  people 
were  present  at  each  of  these  meetings,  and  the  road 
way  outside  was  choked  with  men,  women,  and 
children.  The  Gospel  message,  carried  by  the  clear, 
ringing  voice  of  the  native  evangelist,  was  heard 
by  all  with  rapt  attention;  and  many  who  came  to 
persecute  our  brethren  as  devils  found  them  to  be 
the  messengers  of  God. 

Our  colporteurs  then  attempted  to  rent  the  Cine 
matograph  Hall,  and  the  owner  agreed  at  first ;  but 
afterwards  he  refused,  fearing  it  might  injure  his 
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business.  Happily  they  were  able  to  arrange  for 
another,  though  a  smaller  hall,  close  by. 

Such  was  the  attraction  of  the  Gospel  message 
in  the  loud,  Spirit-touched  voice  of  Benedicto, 
that  as  soon  as  our  meetings  commenced  the 
audience  abandoned  the  cinematograph  in  a  body 
on  the  three  successive  nights  of  our  mission. 
So  great  was  the  chagrin  of  the  showman  that, 
after  vainly  tempting  our  workers  to  change  the 
hour  to  suit  his  purpose,  he  sold  all  his  benches, 
etc.,  and  shut  up  the  show. 

No  sooner  had  Benedicto  opened  the  first  meeting 
than  up  jumped  a  certain  Sr.  A.,  exclaiming,  "  I 
want  to  confess  my  faith  and  to  do  it  right  now." 
Sr.  Benedicto,  not  knowing  him,  and  deeming  him  a 
little  the  worse  for  drink,  persuaded  him  to  be  seated, 
saying  he  would  speak  with  him  afterwards.  "  All 
right,"  was  the  response,  "  so  long  as  I  can  only 
get  converted  to-night "  ;  and  down  he  sat.  This  was 
indicative  of  the  spirit  pervading  these  gatherings. 

The  meetings  were  splendid,  many  countrymen 
coming  in  from  the  surrounding  farms  and  from 
the  river  banks  where  the  Bibles  had  floated 
down  two  years  ago,  and  rapt  attention  was  paid  to 
the  messages  of  our  evangelists.  At  the  closing 
meeting  four  persons  publicly  testified  their  accept 
ance  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  many  gave 
evidence  of  a  new  and  God-given  interest  in  their 
soul's  welfare ;  while  Sr.  A.,  being  sincere  and 
earnest,  was  genuinely  converted  to  God. 
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Since  that  occasion  there  have  been  many  conver 
sions  in  the  district.  In  one  case  a  farmer  owned  a 
Roman  Catholic  chapel  as  part  of  his  estate.  On 
accepting  the  Gospel,  he  cleared  out  all  the  idols  and 
other  things,  and  converted  the  place  into  a  Gospel 
Mission  Hall.  The  ex-spiritualist,  Jose,  already  bids 
fair  to  become  a  most  successful  colporteur-evan 
gelist  in  Brazil. 

And  yet,  referring  to  colportage  work,  someone 
has  asked,  "Is  it  worth  while  ?  "  To  this  I 
would  reply,  "  Is  anything  anywhere  worth  while 
that  is  not  built  up  on  the  Word  of  God  ?  "  With 
twenty  years'  knowledge  of  Brazil  and  five  years* 
experience  as  a  colporteur,  I  am  persuaded  that  any 
Gospel  Mission  in  South  America  that  neglects  to 
put  the  Bible  colporteur  in  the  front  rank  of  its 
endeavour  is  doomed  to  a  stunted  existence,  and 
to  much  labour  in  vain,  if  not  to  absolute  failure. 
Is  it  worth  while  ?  The  colporteur-evangelist — 
and  this  is  what  all  our  colporteurs  are — has  the  finest 
all-round  ministry  in  South  America,  and  is  the 
best  medium  for  reaching  her  millions  with  the  Good 
News  of  salvation.  Of  our  nine  stations  in  Brazil, 
seven  owe  their  existence,  under  God,  to  the  Bible 
seller. 


CHAPTER    XV 


all  lived  in  the  one  little  out-of-the- world 
village  of  Santa  Cruz.  One  was  a  very 
ignorant  and  fanatical  Romanist ;  the  second  was  a 
poor,  blind  beggar,  steeped  in  superstition  and  sin  ; 
and  the  last  was  an  old  lady,  ninety  years  of  age, 
and  nearly  as  deaf  as  a  doorpost. 

The  first  man  was  about  the  only  one  in  the 
village  who  utterly  scorned  our  meetings.  He 
muttered  imprecations  in  a  low  voice  when  I  passed 
him,  and  would  not  be  spoken  to ;  while  as  to 
the  villagers  converted  during  the  last  month,  he 
held  them  in  supreme  contempt,  and  railed  and  spat 
at  them  even,  whenever  occasion  offered  ;  and  when 
about  that  time  a  plot  was  being  hatched  to  drive 
me  out  of  the  village,  tied  on  a  mare's  back,  Manoel 
Barra  was  in  his  element  ! 

But  it  happened  that  just  when  Satan  had  stirred 
up  this  persecution  to  a  point  almost  beyond  en 
durance,  a  strange  sickness  fell  on  the  place,  and 
death  followed  death  in  rapid  succession. 

Do  what  they  could,  the  disease  increased  in  its 
15  II3 
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devastations,  and  nobody  knew  what  it  was,  or 
how  to  cope  with  it.  Remarkable  to  say,  however, 
not  one  of  the  forty  converts  to  the  Gospel  was 
touched  by  the  sickness.  This  soon  began  to  attract 
attention.  Some  whispered  that  it  was  a  judgment 
of  God  upon  our  enemies,  and  were  convicted  by  it. 

Had  I  occupied  myself  in  trying  to  find  remedies 
for  their  bodily  sufferings,  in  accordance  with  natural 
instinct,  their  concern  for  the  things  eternal  would  at 
once  have  been  absorbed  in  their  desire  to  get  well ; 
for,  as  one  of  the  keenest  judges  of  human  nature 
has  observed,  "  Skin  for  skin,  yea,  all  that  a  man 
hath  will  he  give  for  his  life."  l 

And  so  it  transpired  that  one  after  another  of 
these  poor  stricken  folk  sent  for  me,  and  confessing 
their  sins  received  Jesus.  Several  of  these  died  only 
a  few  hours  later,  but  they  were  saved  eternally. 
It  was  a  time  of  harvest. 

One  day  I  was  called  to  the  bedside  of  a  dying 
woman,  who  listened  wonderingly  to  the  story  of 
Love,  but  seemed  dazed  and  uncertain  when  I  gently 
pressed  her  to  accept,  and  wished  to  defer  decision 
till  the  next  day ;  so  I  had  to  leave  her.  Manoel 
Barra  heard  of  my  visit  with  intense  disgust,  for  the 
woman  was  his  own  poor,  abandoned  wife ! 

I   had   hardly    left   the   bedside,    when   Manoel 

arrived,  and  so  succeeded  in  poisoning  the  mind 

of  the  dying  woman,  that  when  I  visited  her  again 

next  day,  she  deliberately  turned  her  face  to  the 

1  Job  ii.  4. 
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wall,  and  refused  to  hear  me ;  and  soon  after  she 
passed  away. 

I  felt  hotly  indignant.  Surely  this  man  must 
have  filled  up  the  measure  of  his  enmity  against  the 
Gospel,  and  God's  judgments  would  fall  on  him ! 
So  it  happened  that  when  a  few  days  later  I  was 
told  that  this  very  man  was  stricken  with  the  fatal 
sickness,  I  felt  a  momentary  satisfaction — but  then 
the  Spirit  of  God  asserted  Himself :  "  That  man  has  a 
soul  to  save ;  appearances  count  for  nothing  with 
God.  You  must  be  as  faithful  to  him  as  to  any  of 
these  others  " — so  I  went  to  call  on  him. 

On  entering  his  dirty,  ramshackle  house,  I  found 
the  wretched  man  stretched  out  on  an  almost  bare 
raw-hide  bed  ;  he  was  racked  with  fever,  and  nearly 
reduced  to  a  skeleton.  His  face  was  set  like 
bronze,  however,  when  I  spoke  of  the  Gospel,  and 
he  betrayed  his  repugnance  at  my  presence. 

At  the  foot  of  the  filthy  bed  sat  the  woman  he  was 
living  with,  her  arms  swollen,  and  other  indications 
that  the  disease  was  claiming  her,  too,  as  its  prey ; 
while  behind  the  unhappy  woman,  in  a  dark  corner 
of  the  room,  the  little  baby  had  been  abandoned  to 
breathe  out  its  last  breath  alone  and  uncared  for. 
I  never  saw  such  a  picture  of  misery  anywhere  ! 
The  good  news  of  the  Gospel  failed  to  arouse 
the  slightest  response,  and  I  left  the  house  in 
despair. 

Arriving  home,  I  called  my  companion  Ricardo, 
and  told  him  of  my  visit  to  Manoel. 
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"He  is  quite  beyond  me,"  said  I,  "  and  in  an 
hour  it  will  be  too  late  for  ever ;  but  he  is  not  yet 
beyond  the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost — let  us  pray  for 
him."  And  we  knelt  and  earnestly  pleaded  for  that 
man's  soul.  As  we  prayed,  a  knock  came  at  the 
door;  it  was  the  postmaster,  Braga,  one  of  our 
new  converts. 

"  I  have  just  come  from  Manoel's,"  exclaimed  he, 
"  and  he  wants  to  see  you  at  once  !  " . 

Within  two  minutes  I  stood  again  at  that  bedside. 
I  could  see  that  a  change  had  taken  place  :  the  mark 
of  death  was  on  that  ghastly  face.  And  yet  there 
was  another  change  also,  and  that  a  far  more  im 
portant  one ;  for  he  raised  his  poor  head  an  inch  or 
two,  and,  looking  at  me  pitifully,  he  feebly  whis 
pered,  "  O  Senhor  Frederico,  estou  muito  arrepen- 
dido  !  "  (Oh,  Senhor  Frederick,  I  am  very  repentant). 
I  sat  down  and  read  to  him  God's  promises  to 
penitent  sinners ;  and  then  I  knelt,  for  time  was 
short,  and  helped  the  dying  man  to  pray  and  to 
receive.  As  he  concluded,  "  For  Jesus  Christ's 
sake,"  he  sank  back.  I  caught  a  husky  whisper, 
"  Estou  muito  content e  "  (I  am  very  happy) ;  and 
within  twenty  minutes  his  spirit  passed  away. 
The  poor  woman  herself  was  also  gloriously  con 
verted  before  she  died,  several  months  later. 

Not  one  of  his  unbelieving  friends  would  come  near 
Manoel's  body,  for  they  declared  that  he  had  died 
a  heretic  ;  but  we  knew  better — he  had  become 
a  son  of  God,  redeemed  by  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 


THREE  "IMPOSSIBLE"  CASES         117 

Another  convert  and  I  dug  his  grave  in  the 
local  cemetery.  The  funeral  procession  consisted 
of  a  little  company  of  believers.  A  short, 
happy  service  was  held,  and  we  returned  home 
musing  on  the  truth,  "  With  God  nothing  is  im 
possible." 

The  second  case,  that  of  Blind  John,  was  a  very 
different  one.  Whenever  I  visited  him  on  my 
rounds,  he  always  welcomed  me,  but  showed  the 
greatest  distrust  if  I  touched  his  peculiar  super 
stitions  ;  for  John  was  very  idolatrous.  He,  too,  had 
learned  by  heart — and  believed — all  the  scandalous 
tales  which  the  priests  invent  against  us,  and  was 
very  rude  and  sarcastic  at  times  ;  but,  withal,  was 
always  ready  to  hear  the  Bible  read.  His  face 
was  full  of  expression,  as  point  after  point  of  truth 
went  home,  and  his  blind  but  perfect-looking  eyes 
seemed  to  flash  at  times  when  something  specially 
impressed  him. 

But  alas  !  poor  John  was  unmarried ;  nor  could  he 
marry  the  woman  he  lived  with,  for  she  had  a  hus 
band,  who  had  deserted  her — a  condition  of  affairs 
terribly  common  in  Brazil.  This  woman  waited  on 
Blind  John  hand  and  foot,  and  he  depended  upon 
her  utterly.  If  he  accepted  the  Gospel,  he  would 
have  to  turn  her  out ;  and  what  then  ?  It  seemed 
another  "  impossible  "  case. 

At  last  John  came  to  accept  the  truth  thoroughly ; 
and  he  enjoyed  attending  the  meetings. 
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His  house  became  a  centre  for  religious  dis 
cussion  in  the  village.  The  blind  man  never  failed 
to  hold  his  own,  and  more,  for  many  a  doubter 
he  convinced ;  but  there  was  always  that  question, 
and  poor  John  had  not  the  courage  and  faith  to 
face  it. 

Then  the  unexpected  happened ;  and  from  being 
a  scornful  opponent,  who  hated  me  for  trying  to 
induce  John  to  obey  God,  the  woman  herself  was 
converted,  through  the  efforts  of  one  of  our  women. 

With  mingled  tears  and  smiles  they  parted.  John 
gave  up  his  own  little  home  to  his  late  partner,  and 
went  and  lived  in  a  little  dark  room  by  himself  in 
another  street ;  and  two  weeks  later  they  were  both 
baptized. 

John  is  still  blind,  and  still  a  beggar.  He 
travels  long  distances  on  horseback,  begging  alms 
from  the  remote  farmhouses,  where  he  sings  Gospel 
hymns  to  a  mandolin  accompaniment,  and  recites 
passages  of  Scripture — for  he  knows  whole  chapters 
by  heart. 

I  do  not  see  why  he  could  not  become  a  good 
colporteur  if  somebody  would  provide  for  him. 

The  last  impossible  case  was  that  of  Maria,  nick 
named  the  "  wood-pecker." 

Her  home  was  a  veritable  den  of  evil.  The  walls 
were  covered  with  superstitious  relics,  crucifixes, 
charms,  and  rosaries,  besides  many  other  of  the 
queer  things  in  which  the  Romish  religion  is 
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so  very  prolific.  She  used  to  smoke,  chew,  and 
take  snuff,  and  was  very  much  addicted  to  the  use 
of  white  rum  (cacha9a),  which  is  such  a  terrible  curse 
in  Brazil ;  and,  of  course,  she  was  a  good  Catholic. 

Her  house  was  so  dirty,  and  had  so  many  chickens 
running  over  everything,  that  I  preferred  to  talk 
through  the  window. 

To  add  to  her  other  difficulties,  the  old  dame  was 
very  deaf  indeed;  and  I  used  to  doubt  whether 
she  understood  a  word  I  said,  in  spite  of  her  signs 
of  assent. 

I  used  to  pitch  my  voice  very  high  for  her  to  hear, 
"  and,"  thought  I,  ''if  Donna  Maria  cannot  hear 
anything,  I'm  sure  all  the  neighbours  around  can, 
and  they  will  get  the  benefit  of  my  exhortations  "  ; 
so  I  did  not  desist  from  attempting  to  bawl  some 
little  truth  or  other  into  the  wizen-faced  old  lady's 
ear,  thinking  all  the  while  of  the  neighbours. 

However,  none  of  those  neighbours  were  converted, 
in  spite  of  it  all ;  but,  strange  to  say,  the  little  old  lady 
of  ninety  herself  was.  It  came  about  slowly,  and  no 
body  was  more  surprised  than  myself  when  I  saw  her 
at  a  meeting  one  night,  and  with  a  decent,  clean  dress 
on,  too.  She  abandoned  her  rum  and  tobacco  in  a 
very  short  time,  cleared  all  the  idols  from  her  walls, 
and  relegated  the  chickens  to  the  back-yard.  She 
would  occasionally  drop  in  quietly  and  sweep  my 
house  out  for  me,  and  the  mission  hall ;  or  she  would 
leave  a  little  gift  of  eggs  and  vegetables  or  oranges. 
In  her  own  quaint  way,  I  knew  she  understood  and 
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trusted  the  Saviour ;  and  when  the  next  baptismal 
service  was  held,  she  walked  out  alone  to  the  spot, 
four  miles  away,  and  was  the  first  to  enter  the  water. 
How  much  higher  and  more  loving  are  God's 
thoughts  than  our  thoughts,  and  His  ways  than  ours  I 


CHAPTER   XVI 

THE   RAINSTORM 

IT  was  very  unpleasant  indeed  ! 
Riding  on  horseback  over  the  rough  high 
ways  of  Central  Brazil  is  not  an  easy  or  comfortable 
method  of  travel ;  and  with  a  little  child  to  carry  in 
your  arms  it  becomes  an  unpleasantly  trying  and  even 
hazardous  experience,  especially  in  the  rainy  season. 

On  this  occasion  I  had  with  me  my  wife  and  two 
little  ones.  We  had  nearly  finished  our  long  ride 
of  a  month,  being  now  within  a  few  days  of  the 
railway. 

We  had  wonderfully  experienced  the  protection 
of  our  Father,  in  spite  of  the  season,  though  there 
had  been  several  disagreeable  incidents  on  the  way. 
Once  a  rickety  trestle-bridge  had  given  way  beneath 
my  horse,  and  I  had  to  pitch  my  little  girl  quickly  as 
far  away  as  possible,  to  escape  the  horse's  hoofs  and 
rolling  logs.  Another  time  I  had  under-estimated 
the  depth  of  a  river  we  had  to  ford ;  and,  while  cross 
ing,  the  water  came  up  over  the  saddle,  and  we 
drifted  down  stream.  I  managed  to  get  near  to 
one  of  the  high  banks,  and  with  an  effort  pushed 
1 6  '" 


122  THE  BIBLE  IN  BRAZIL 

the  little  one  up  its  steep  sides,  where  she  clung  until 
I  could  get  out  and  rescue  her. 

These  and  many  similarly  uncomfortable  ex 
periences  proved  very  tiring  to  mind  and  body,  and 
we  were  thankful  when  Saturdays  arrived,  and  we 
could  look  forward  to  a  day's  rest  and  refreshment, 
after  the  hard  travel  of  the  past  week  ! 

On  reaching  our  camp  for  that  night  and  the 
next  day,  it  proved  to  be  a  dreary,  uninteresting  spot, 
with  very  poor  pasturage  for  our  animals,  and  no 
accommodation  for  ourselves,  except  a  big,  open 
rancho,  consisting  of  four  posts  let  into  the  ground, 
supporting  a  red-tiled  roof.  This  was  so  much 
the  home  of  the  pigs  and  cattle  that  they  rather 
resented  our  intrusion. 

There  was  a  farmhouse  close  by,  but,  for  evident 
reasons,  we  were  not  offered  the  usual  hospitality 
we  had  hoped  for ;  and  to  add  to  our  discomfort, 
it  was  pouring  with  rain. 

To  push  on  for  another  hour  or  two  to  the 
next  farm  was  out  of  the  question — we  were  far 
too  tired ;  so  we  rigged  up  our  small  tent  under 
the  rancho,  and  tried  to  make  the  best  of 
things. 

After  I  had  succeeded  in  igniting  a  reluctant  fire 
with  the  few  damp  sticks  collected,  I  walked  over 
to  the  farmhouse,  which  was  literally  packed  with 
people — mostly  men,  who  were  drinking,  smoking, 
and  behaving  generally  in  the  boisterous  manner 
usual  at  harvest-time. 
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Labour  is  very  scarce  in  Central  Brazil ;  so  all  the 
farmers  are  accustomed  to  take  it  in  turns  to  help 
the  others  for  many  miles  round  at  certain  periods  of 
the  year,  and  so  accomplish  in  a  few  days  what  one 
unaided  would  take  months  to  perform.  The  farmer 
who  receives  the  benefit  has  to  accommodate  and 
feed  his  friends,  and  keep  them  freely  supplied  with 
rum  and  tobacco  during  their  stay ;  and  as  they  often 
bring  their  wives  and  families  too,  it  will  be  easily 
understood  that  there  was  no  spare  room  for  any 
chance  wayfarers  like  ourselves,  not  even  in  the 
corn-bin ! 

As  I  entered,  the  medley  crowd  stared  at  me, 
and  for  a  moment  the  hubbub  ceased.  "  I  perceive 
you  are  fond  of  music  here,"  said  I.  "  Shall  I  sing 
you  something  ?  " 

"  Sim,  Senhor,  pois  nao !  "  (Yes,  sir,  why  not  !) 
several  voices  replied ;  so  I  sat  on  a  corner  of  the  bare, 
rough  table,  and  sang  a  few  hymns  in  Portuguese, 
to  a  very  quiet  and  appreciative  audience.  [There  is 
nothing  that  attracts  Brazilians  so  much  as  music 
and  singing.] 

Before  the  impression  produced  by  the  hymns 
had  died  away,  I  drew  forth  my  pocket  Testa 
ment  and  read  them  a  short  chapter.  I  then 
asked  the  host  if  I  could  have  a  meeting  there  next 
day  ;  and  he  giving  a  willing  consent,  I  bade  them 
all  good-night,  and  left  them. 

Oh  what  an  awful  night  that  was  !  The  strong 
wind  and  the  rain  soon  penetrated  our  cramped 


124  THE  BIBLE  IN  BRAZIL 

and  flimsy  shelter,  and  about  midnight  our  little 
girl  had  a  bad  attack  of  croup  from  the  cold  and 
exposure.  We  seriously  wished  we  had  pushed 
on  a  little  farther. 

Next  morning,  on  looking  up  my  friends  of  the 
previous  night,  I  found  that  most  of  them  had  been 
expecting  to  return  to  their  own  homes  early  that 
morning ;  but  such  was  the  interest  and  curiosity 
excited  by  the  proposed  meeting,  that  nearly  all  of 
them  had  delayed  their  departure  till  the  evening 
in  order  to  be  able  to  attend. 

I  held  the  service  earlier  than  I  first  announced, 
as  some  had  to  travel  great  distances  that  day — 
several  of  them  having  come  twenty  to  thirty  miles. 

The  service  was  deeply  impressive.  We  had  a 
kind  of  after-meeting,  and  it  seemed  that  the  hearts 
of  several  of  these  rough  men  were  touched.  I 
went  back  to  our  poor  quarters  with  a  much  more 
contented  mind. 

How  it  did  pour  that  night !  When  at  last 
the  day  broke,  it  seemed  as  if  we  should  be  unable 
to  proceed,  and  we  rose  an  hour  later  than  usual. 
It  was  then  broad  daylight,  and  the  rain  was 
diminishing.  To  my  surprise  I  found  outside  a 
young  man  who  had  been  sitting  in  the  rain  for 
about  an  hour,  waiting  for  me  to  appear.  He 
was  drenched  to  the  skin,  bespattered  with  mud, 
and  shivering  with  cold.  I  recognized  him  at 
once  as  one  of  the  congregation  of  the  previous 
afternoon. 
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He  told  me  that  in  consequence  of  what  he  had 
heard,  he  had  spent  a  bad  and  restless  night ;  and 
that  though  he  lived  many  miles  away,  he  had  risen 
before  daybreak  and  walked  in  through  that  storm 
to  catch  me  before  I  left,  in  order  to  speak  about 
his  condition  of  mind. 

We  walked  away  together  out  of  sight  of  the 
house  and  rancho,  and  with  the  open  Bible  I  en 
deavoured  to  make  clear  to  him  the  way  of  salva 
tion,  he  accepting  it  all  like  a  little  child.  Then 
together  we  knelt  on  a  log,  beneath  a  spreading 
tree,  and  he  asked  and  received  salvation  through 
Jesus  Christ. 

With  a  quiet  but  satisfied  look  on  his  face  he 
bade  us  good-bye.  Then  the  sun  came  out.  We 
packed  our  belongings,  loaded  up  and  saddled,  and 
continued  our  journey — now  more  than  grateful 
that  our  Father  had  marked  out  this  spot  for  our 
camp.  We  understood  better  the  bad  quarters, 
the  rainstorm,  and  the  croup,  when  the  outcome 
proved  to  be  one  soul  at  least  snatched  from  the 
hand  of  the  enemy.  We  have  never  passed  that 
way  since;  but  God's  Word  remains  behind  us  as 
a  safe  guide  and  a  sure  witness. 


CHAPTER   XVII 

THE   SEXTON   SMILED 

"  T  "\  TILL  you  accept  one  of  these  little  books  ?  " 
V  V  said  I,  offering  a  Scripture  Gift  Mission 
Gospel,  as  the  front  door  of  a  house  slowly  opened 
in  response  to  my  knock.  I  was  engaged  in  a 
house-to-house  distribution  of  these  attractive  little 
booklets. 

"  What's  this  ?  "  replied  a  harsh  and  unfriendly 
voice ;  and  I  started  somewhat  when  I  saw  before 
me  the  rather  ungainly  form  and  features  of  the 
Roman  Catholic  Vicar  of  Jacarehy,  an  old-fashioned 
little  city  near  the  coast  of  Brazil,  where  we  had 
just  circulated  1000  portions  of  God's  Word. 

He  was  attired  in  his  clerical  cassock,  which  did 
not  show  off  his  rather  bulky  proportions  to  advan 
tage  ;  and  his  features  had  anything  but  a  Christian 
look  about  them.  I  am  sorry  to  draw  attention  to 
such  personal  details,  but  why  is  it  that  so  many 
of  these  priests  have  such  unlovely  and  unholy 
features  ?  Is  it  the  enforced  celibacy,  the  lack  of 
intellectual  freedom,  or  the  unwholesome  atmo 
sphere  of  many  of  their  duties,  especially  those 
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connected  with  the  confessional,  that  lies  at  the 
root  of  this  phenomenon  ?  I  dare  not  say,  but  the 
fact  is  everywhere  remarked  on.  However,  I  found 
this  priest  far  above  the  average  of  his  class  in 
tolerance  and  intelligence. 

He  looked  at  the  beautiful  little  Gospel  booklet 
in  a  sour  and  forbidding  way,  and  then,  directing 
an  equally  amiable  glance  at  me,  he  awaited  my 
reply. 

"  It's  a  true  copy  of  the  Gospel  of  St.  John/'  I  said. 

"  Ha  !  nothing  of  the  kind,"  he  growled.  "  You 
had  better  not  circulate  any  more  of  this  stuff  here, 
for  I  shall  certainly  tell  my  people  to  destroy  them 
all.  They  are  false  and  Protestant." 

"  No,  sir,"  I  rejoined;  "  they  are  neither  the  one 
nor  the  other,  but  truly  apostolic,  and  just  as  you 
may  find  them  in  your  own  Bible,  if  you  have  one." 

"  Come  inside,"  said  the  priest,  and  in  I  went. 
His  sitting-room  was  sparsely  furnished,  with  a  few 
chairs,  a  desk  with  a  silver  crucifix  just  above  it, 
and  a  few  lithographed  prints  of  "  saints  "  on  the 
walls. 

"  Your  books,"  he  explained  in  a  rather  lofty 
tone,  "  lack  the  official  approval  of  the  Holy  Church, 
and  are  vitiated  translations  ;  besides  which  the 
Holy  Councils  have  determined  that  it  is  not  wise 
to  put  such  matters  into  the  hands  of  the  common 
folk,  who  cannot  understand  these  things,  except 
by  the  infallible  interpretation  of  the  Holy  Church 
and  its  doctors,  who  gave  us  the  Bible." 
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To  this  I  objected  that,  if  the  common  folk  of 
two  thousand  years  ago  heard  gladly  and  under 
stood  the  teachings  of  our  Lord,  why  should  not 
the  more  enlightened  people  of  to-day  be  able  to 
do  so  also  ?  The  priest's  sacristan  (sexton),  a  pale 
youth,  stood  by,  trembling  at  my  audacity,  but  at 
this  juncture  I  caught  his  eye,  and  he  smiled.  Then 
I  asked  the  Father  to  show  me  one  of  the  falsifica 
tions.  The  priest  shook  his  head,  and  mixed  up 
something  about  the  Council  of  Trent,  and  the 
Church's  authorized  interpretation ;  though  he  could 
not  explain  just  where  that  interpretation  was  to 
be  found,  for  it  does  not  exist. 

"  Besides,"  he  exclaimed,  with  rather  a  malicious 
look,  and  a  wicked  roll  of  his  eyes,  "  your  Bible  is 
false,  for  where  is  the  Book  of  Maccabees  ?  "  and 
he  glanced  at  the  sexton  as  much  as  to  say — "  I've 
cornered  the  heretic  this  time  !  " 

"  On  this  point,"  I  replied,  "  I  stand  with  the 
house  of  Judah,  who  reject  that  book  as  spurious;  and 
with  Saint  Jerome  and  Saint  Augustine,  who  agreed 
that  the  Apocryphal  books  were  not  canonical." 

"  Ah,"  he  said  evasively,  "  you  Protestants  each 
interpret  the  Bible  as  you  please ;  and  look  at  the 
results — what  confusion,  what  heresy,  and  how 
many  innumerable  Protestant  sects  and  divisions 
there  are  in  consequence !  Our  Holy  Church, 
governed  by  the  most  holy  Father,  the  Pope,  is 
undivided,  and  we  never  dispute  or  quarrel." 

"  Nor  do  the  dead  in  the  cemetery,"  said  I ;  "  and 
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as  for  the  divisions  you  speak  of,  I  am  no  apologist 
of  such,  nor  do  I  think  of  myself  as  a  Protestant, 
seeing  that  under  that  banner  you  also  classify 
Spiritualists,  Masons,  Deists,  and  Anarchists  alike. 
I  hold  to  the  simple,  glorious  name  of  Christian." 

"  We  are  all  Catholics  here  at  any  rate,"  he  said; 
"  you  waste  your  time.  The  people  don't  want  your 
religion,  and  will  do  what  I  tell  them  as  the  minister 
of  God,  of  the  Holy  Catholic  Apostolic  and  Roman 
Church." 

"  Pardon  me,"  I  interrupted,  "  you  are  very  much 
mistaken.  I  have  been  in  Brazil  over  twenty  years, 
and  have  not  met  six  true  Catholics  " ;  and  in  answer 
to  an  inarticulate  exclamation,  I  added, "  for  they 
are  nearly  all  Protestants  !  " 

The  priest  gasped,  and  stared  at  me.  Then 
he  demanded  what  I  meant;  but  the  sacristan 
smiled.  "Why,"  said  I,  "if  a  Roman  Catholic  is 
one  who  believes  and  obeys  all  that  your  Church 
teaches,  then  most  Brazilians  are  Protestants,  for 
they  are  always  protesting  against  this  doctrine 
and  the  other,  and  they  never  agree  among  them 
selves." 

The  holy  father  affected  a  sigh,  and  said  the  end 
of  the  world  was  at  hand ;  things  were  getting 
very  bad  and  apostasy  was-  increasing — to  which  I 
heartily  agreed;  but  added,  that  the  main  cause 
of  so  much  unbelief  and  error  was  that  the  Bible 
had  been  kept  from  the  people. 

"  If  you  are  not  satisfied  with  our  books,  why 
17 
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do  you  not  publish  them  yourselves  ?  What  has 
become  of  the  Pope's  approval  of  the  Society 
of  Jerome  ?  If  you  will  not  circulate  the  Gospels, 
we  will,"  and  again  the  sacristan  smiled. 

Here  the  priest  changed  the  subject  and  wanted 
to  involve  me  in  arguments  about  Purgatory, 
Confession,  and  the  Supremacy  of  Peter,  parading 
all  the  stock  arguments  of  the  seminary  with  dis 
torted  and  maimed  Scripture  texts,,  freely  inlaid 
with  doubtful  Latin ;  which  made  him  at  once 
feel  much  more  at  ease — though  he  was  not  alto 
gether  comfortable  about  Peter's  supremacy. 
"  Ah  !  "  he  said  very  self-complacently,  "  you  need 
only  study  our  theologians  to  see  your  error,  and  to 
do  as  so  many  illustrious  countrymen  of  yours  have 
done,  in  joining  the  Holy  Catholic  Church." 

When  I  suggested  that  quite  a  few  had  taken  the 
opposite  course  in  leaving  Rome,  he  agreed  that 
that  was  so,  but  that  it  was  because  they  found  the 
Church's  doctrine  too  rigid — not  enough  scope  was 
allowed  for  their  vices.  Then,  in  the  case  of  priests 
who  had  done  so,  it  was  always  because  the  poor 
creatures  wanted  to  get  married,  as  was  the  case  with 
Luther ;  who,  he  informed  me,  was  a  very  depraved 
and  immoral  young  man,  and  that  that  was  really 
why  he  became  a  Protestant. 

"  Don't  you  tell  the  Germans  that,"  was  my  only 
comment.  Then  again  he  dived  into  doctrines 
and  dogmas  and  rusty  Latin,  till  I  exclaimed, 
"What  does  all  this  matter!  The  people  need  a 
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knowledge  of  the  simple  Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ, 
which  offers  them  eternal  life,  and  why  should  you 
oppose  it,  and  permit  its  substitution  by  these 
worthless  images  and  pictures  of  saints  ?  " 

"  Not  worthless,"  he  replied  vehemently;  "they 
are  holy  helps  to  devotion,  and  may  be  loved  and 
venerated,  just  as  you  would  the  portrait  of  your 
mother." 

"  But,  senhor,  they  are  not  even  portraits,"  I 
replied.  "  Convince  me  that  they  are,  and  you 
have  made  a  strong  point ;  but  as  it  is,  all  the  world 
knows  that  they  are  purely  fictitious  and  imaginary. 
Here  in  this  town  alone  there  are  over  a  hundred 
different  conceptions  of  Christ,  and  yet  all  are  utterly 
false,  and  many  actually  debasing  and  blasphemous. 
All  these  things  only  make  for  materialism  and 
sensuality ;  whereas  the  religion  of  Jesus  Christ  is  a 
spiritual  one." 

I  then  told  him  something  of  the  story  of  my  own 
conversion  from  mere  Protestantism  to  Christ,  and 
spoke  on  the  need  of  a  knowledge  of  salvation. 
This,  he  said,  was  morally  possible,  but  practically 
quite  the  reverse — one  of  those  subtle  distinctions 
that  only  the  Church  of  Rome  itself  understands. 
I  expressed  a  hope  of  his  conversion ;  and  soon  after 
this  our  interview,  which  had  lasted  about  an  hour, 
terminated.  He  kept  the  Gospel,  and  we  parted  on 
good  terms. 

As  soon  as  I  left,  to  the  sacristan's  astonishment, 
the  priest  flung  himself  into  a  seat,  exclaiming,  "  Oh, 
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but  I'm  a  miserable  sinner  !  "    Just  what  he  meant,  I 
cannot  say. 

The  next  day  the  sacristan  renounced  his  faith 
in  the  priest  and  the  Church,  and  started  to  seek 
for  some  secular  employment,  which  would  enable 
him  to  attend  our  meetings  and  to  follow  the 
Gospel  call. 

The  heathen  rage  against  God's  holy  Word ; 
The  critics  count  it  all  but  a  vain  drea*m. 
The  priests  of  Rome  condemn  its  voice,  unheard, 
Yet — fuller,  deeper,  wider  flows  its  stream ! 

As  streams  which  ope  to  life,  embracing  wide 
The  fruitless  plains  of  Southern  Palestine ; 
So  ever  flows  this  healing,  saving  tide, 
And  millions  bless  the  source  of  joys  Divine. 

Thus,  still,  while  critic,  priest  and  sceptic  rave, 
God's  Word,  unscathed,  maintains  its  power  to  save. 


CHAPTER   XVIII 

THE   SELLING  OF  A   BIBLE 

THOMAZ  PRANDO  was  a  good  Catholic,  as 
also  were  his  three  grown-up  daughters, 
and  with  their  assistance  he  earned  a  reasonably 
good  living  as  a  tailor. 

I  met  him  first  while  out  canvassing  a  suburb  of 
the  big  city  of  S.  Paulo,  the  great  industrial  centre 
of  Brazil.  I  was  invited  to  enter  the  house;  and 
they,  being  Italians,  were  soon  all  interested  in  an 
Italian  Bible  I  had  with  me. 

It  was  the  first  they  had  seen ;  and  I  started  in  my 
usual  way  to  give  a  synopsis  of  its  contents,  without 
mentioning  the  title  of  the  book ;  for  by  experience 
I  find  that  to  do  this  only  arouses  at  once  such 
doubt  and  suspicion  that  anything  else  you  may 
add  would  be  heard  with  prejudiced  ears,  and  at 
least  half  the  effects  of  your  efforts  be  lost  on  the 
hearers. 

This  arises  from  the  fact  that  most  of  the  priests 
are  extremely  skilful  and  indefatigable  in  their 
efforts  to  poison  the  minds  of  the  people  against  the 

Bible.     Indeed,  it  can  be  taken  for  granted  that, 
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especially  in  the  cities,  a  very  large  proportion 
of  the  time  and  energy  of  these  blind  leaders  of  the 
blind  are  devoted  to  efforts  to  counteract  the  circula 
tion  and  influence  of  God's  Word,  and  to  destroy 
as  many  copies  as  they  can  lay  hands  on.  Why  ? 
Ah,  that  is  exactly  what  many  of  the  nominal 
Roman  Catholics  of  Brazil  are  just  beginning  to 
ask — and  to  discover. 

It  is  because  the  Bible  is  the  one -infallible  proof 
that  the  theology  of  Rome  is  not  that  of  Christ. 
Tradition  says  one  thing,  but  God's  Word  declares 
the  opposite  ;  and  you  must  choose  between  the  two. 

The  worship  of  the  Virgin,  and  her  almighty  power, 
salvation  by  works  and  by  the  merits  of  others 
than  Christ,  the  amazing  doctrine  of  Purgatory — that 
most  profitable  source  of  ecclesiastical  revenue — the 
worship  of  images,  and  the  great  illusion  of  the  Mass 
are  among  a  few  of  the  dogmas  of  Rome  that  get  no 
help  from  the  Bible.  So  the  priests  denounce  it 
high  and  low,  whether  it  be  a  Protestant  version  from 
the  original,  or  an  authorized  translation  from  the 
Latin  Vulgate.  It  is  always  a  book  of  heretics, 
a  Masonic  handbook,  the  work  of  an  apostate 
monk,  a  corrupting  book,  dangerous  to  handle,  to 
possess  which  is  to  incur  the  penalty  of  excom 
munication — and  so  forth. 

To  meet  these  conditions  I  adopt  something  like 
the  following  method  of  approach,  varied  and 
adapted  according  to  whom  I  may  address,  but 
taking  care  to  disguise  the  name  of  the  book  : — 
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"  I  have  here,  sir,  an  excellent  edition,  well 
bound  and  complete  in  every  respect,  of  the  history 
of  the  world — a  remarkably  interesting  and  in 
structive  book,  a  library  in  itself  that  everyone 
should  possess ;  the  Pope  himself  has  a  copy. 

"  It  opens,  as  you  see,  with  this  book  called 
Genesis,  written  by  Moses  about  four  thousand 
years  ago — indeed,  nearly  the  whole  of  this  book 
was  written  before  there  was  any  Roman  Catholic 
Church."  [This  is  a  thought  that  never  fails  to 
impress,  for  many  think  that  Martin  Luther  was 
the  author.]  "  Here  is  the  only  authentic  history 
of  the  creation  of  the  world.  Listen  to  this — '  In 
the  beginning  God  created  the  heaven  and  the 
earth,'  etc.  etc.  After  this  comes  the  story  of 
the  fall  of  our  first  father,  and  the  Deluge  that 
followed.  Let  me  read  you  a  verse  or  two 
of  that  awful  event,  and  tell  you  also  what  it 
typified. 

"  Fond  of  biography  ?  Well,  here  are  the  lives 
of  the  great  men  of  old — Abraham,  Isaac,  and 
Jacob — of  whom  you  have  heard  without  doubt ; 
it  is  all  here. 

"  Then  comes  the  beautiful  and  moving  story 
of  Joseph — a  history  stranger  than  fiction,  yet 
absolutely  true. 

"  After  this  we  have  the  origin  and  history  of  the 
children  of  Israel — the  Jews,  you  know,  of  which 
race  our  Lord  and  the  Virgin  were  born. 

"  There  is  the  history  of  the  wars  of  the  Israelites 
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and  their  kings  ;  of  Saul,  who  died  because  he 
dabbled  in  Spiritualism,  and  notably  of  that  great 
hero,  David,  who  killed  Goliath — see,  here  it  is. 

"  Are  you  fond  of  poetry,  sir  ? — because  here  is  a 
collection  of  the  most  ancient  and  beautiful  poetry 
in  the  world — the  150  Psalms  of  David,  complete. 
This  alone  is  worth  far  more  than  I  shall  ask  for 
the  whole  volume. 

"  But  then  you  have  also  the  wonderful  Proverbs 
of  Solomon,  the  wisest  of  kings  ;  have  you  never 
read  them  ?  Surprising  ! 

"  These  are  the  books  of  the  great  Prophets  of 
God,  who,  warning  the  world,  foretold  the  birth 
of  Christ  hundreds  of  years  before  He  came,  and 
that  He  should  be  born  of  a  virgin,  and  become 
the  Saviour  of  all  who  receive  Him. 

"  A  deeply  interesting  and  historical  book  is  this 
of  Daniel — have  you  ever  heard  of  him  ?  The 
Great  Image  of  Gold,  the  Burning  Fiery  Furnace, 
the  Den  of  Lions,  and  the  Fatal  Banquet  are  all 
stories  found  in  this  book. 

"  Now  comes  the  second  part  of  this  volume,  all 
that  precedes  it  having  been  written  before  the 
birth  of  Christ.  You  will  find  here  the  most  perfect 
account  of  the  life  of  our  Lord  in  existence,  and  it 
also  contains  all  that  is  known  of  the  Virgin  Mary 
and  of  John  the  Baptist.  Here  is  the  account  of 
His  birth ;  and,  just  listen !  here  is  the  story  of 
John  the  Baptist. 

"  Of  course  you  sing  the  Magnificat  of  the  Virgin 
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in  church — well,  they  took  it  out  of  this  book.  I'll 
read  it  to  you. 

"  You  will  find  all  the  teachings,  parables,  and 
miracles  of  our  Lord  related  here,  and  the  final  sad 
story  of  His  death  to  save  us  from  our  sins,  with 
complete  instructions  what  to  do  to  inherit  eternal 
life. 

"  This  next  book  relates  how  the  Roman  Church 
and  other  Christian  Churches  originated.  If  you 
desire  to  know  what  they  believed  and  practised  in 
the  old  days,  read  this. 

"  I  presume  you  are  a  Catholic,  sir.  If  so,  here 
is  a  letter  of  the  great  Apostle  St.  Paul  to  the  Church 
of  Rome  of  those  early  days,  teaching  them  pure 
apostolic  doctrine;  what  to  believe  and  to  do,  and 
what  to  avoid.  Everybody  who  believes  in  the 
Catholic  Apostolic  Roman  Church  is  simply  bound 
to  read  this  book ;  it  was  written  for  them  especially. 

"  Here  follow  all  the  rest  of  the  apostolic  writings, 
absolutely  complete,  including  two  letters  of  Saint 
Peter  himself ! 

"  The  last  great  book  speaks  mainly  of  things 
that  are  yet  to  come,  and  the  end  of  the  world ; 
and  it  includes  a  blessing  from  God,  who  inspired 
this  book,  for  all  who  possess  and  read  it. 

"  The  volume,  as  I  said,  is  complete,  well  bound, 
approved  of  God,  and  only  costs  two  shillings." 

Then,  and  only  then,  you  put  the  book  in  their 
hands  ;  but  in  the  meantime  they  have  had  such  an 
18 
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alluring  vision  of  its  contents  that  when  they  see 
the  title  "Holy  Bible"  they  realize  that  they  had 
been  mistaken  or  deceived ;  and — the  rest  is  easy. 

In  this  way  I  succeeded  in  selling  a  Bible  to  my 
Italian  friends,  and  they  began  to  read  it  for  them 
selves. 

This  was  the  first  of  many  visits,  and  numerous 
were  the  discussions  on  matters  tenaciously  held; 
but  little  by  little  the  truth  crept  in — as  it  always 
must  where  people  are  honest. 

One  thing  there,  however,  was  unpleasant — the 
room  was  stuffy  and  unwholesome.  The  windows 
were  rarely  open,  because  for  fifteen  or  twenty  years 
Senhor  Prando  had  been  a  victim  to  chronic  bron 
chitis,  and  could  not  stand  the  fresh  air,  he  said. 

After  awhile  the  family  began  to  attend  our 
Mission  Hall,  though  the  old  man  could  only  be 
at  the  Sunday  morning  meeting,  as  he  feared  the 
night  gatherings  on  account  of  his  complaint. 

Within  a  month  or  two,  each  member  of  the 
family  was  converted  to  Christ,  through  the 
instrumentality  of  that  Bible.  A  little  later  the 
question  of  baptism  arose,  and  all  the  members 
were  desirous  to  set  this  seal  upon  their  faith,  but 
the  old  man  Prando  was  afraid.  Quite  naturally 
he  dreaded  immersion  in  the  cold  waters  of 
the  river  Tiete  as  a  very  risky  thing  for  him 
under  the  circumstances ;  so,  in  spite  of  all  the 
assurances  and  encouragement  we  gave  him,  he  let 
the  opportunity  pass. 
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The  rest  of  the  family  received  a  great  blessing 
on  this  occasion.  Senhor  Prando  grew  very  un 
easy  and  sad ;  so  much  so  that  after  much  fear  and 
hesitation  he  resolved  to  obey  God,  and  to  leave 
the  consequences  with  Him. 

A  few  months  later  he  was  publicly  baptized  in 
the  same  river.  On  that  same  day  and  hour  he  was 
quite  healed  of  his  chronic  disease. 

It  is  now  over  ten  years  since  this  happened. 
Senhor  Prando  is  still  living,  and  is  one  of  the  most 
revered  elders  of  the  S.  Paulo  congregation. 

This  is  another  evidence  of  the  power  and  suffi 
ciency  of  God's  Word,  and  another  witness  to  the 
fact  that  there  is  nothing  to  fear  in  fulfilling  all 
righteousness ;  and  we  do  not  know  what  we  may 
be  missing  if  we  neglect  so  to  do. 

The  foregoing  incidents  will  make  it  reasonably 
evident  that  a  great  Gospel  revival  is  dawning  on 
Catholic  Brazil,  and  that  the  main  factor  to  which 
we  must  look  for  its  explanation  is  the  Word  of 
God. 

About  ten  thousand  copies  of  the  Scriptures  are 
passing  into  the  hands  of  the  people  every  month, 
and  these  are  sold,  not  given  away — a  significant 
consideration — and  sold  at  relatively  high  prices. 

Such  a  sowing  must  eventually  shake  to  its  very 
foundations  that  antichristian  church,  which — built 
upon  human  frailty,  on  the  tradition  of  men,  on 
the  "  infallibility  "  of  a  score  of  very  fallible  popes, 
and  not  on  Christ — has,  for  four  long  centuries, 
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kept  the  South  American  continent  in  the  darkness 
of  superstition  and  sin. 

These  nations,  however,  are  awaking  at  last,  and 
new  hopes  and  aspirations  are  occupying  the  minds 
and  imaginations  of  all  classes  of  society. 

It  is  of  first  importance,  therefore,  that  every 
effort  be  put  forth  to  turn  the  newly  aroused  con 
sciousness  into  a  safe  channel,  and  to  place  in  the 
power  of  the  community  the  key  to  a  right  judgment 
in  all  that  is  highest  and  best ;  and  that  at  once, 
ere  the  other  more  fatal  snare  of  Spiritualism  shall 
reap  a  further  harvest  of  death.  This  latter-day 
peril  can  only  take  root  and  flourish  where  the 
Bible  is  unknown. 

And  here  opens  up  an  illimitable  and  most 
attractive  field  of  service  for  the  young  men  of  our 
evangelical  churches — i.e.,  for  those  who  may  be 
looking  round  for  some  adequate  scope  of  activity 
in  the  Master's  vineyard. 

No  special  preparation  or  college  course  is  required 
or  desirable — nothing  but  a  real  love  for  souls,  a 
willingness  to  endure  hardship  and  persecution  for 
Christ's  sake,  a  healthy  body,  and  a  sound  mind. 
Within  a  few  weeks  after  landing  in  Brazil  this 
ministry  could  be  initiated,  the  knowledge  of  but  very 
few  words  in  Portuguese  being  sufficient  to  start  work 
successfully,  as  I  have  several  times  demonstrated. 
Any  reasonably  intelligent  and  zealous  young  man 
would  soon  find  his  feet,  and  in  a  short  time  be 
entirely  self-supporting. 
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It  is  the  most  interesting  and  instructive  ministry 
in  the  world,  especially  in  Roman  Catholic  lands. 
A  healthy,  wholesome  life,  of  course  it  has  its 
peculiar  temptations  and  trials,  according  to  the 
character  of  the  worker.  The  climate  of  Brazil, 
south  of  latitude  10°,  is  a  good  and  healthy  one, 
and  yellow  fever  is  now  practically  unknown. 

The  Constitution  of  the  Republic,  while  acknow 
ledging  no  State  religion,  is  tolerant  of  all,  and 
guarantees  impartial  protection  to  all  alike.  Cer 
tainly  one  has  to  count  on  the  most  relentless  and 
too  often  unscrupulous  opposition  of  the  priests.  It 
must,  however,  be  borne  in  mind  that  this  antagon 
ism  is  not  altogether  unnatural,  seeing  that  very 
many  of  these  priests  are  but  the  unconscious 
victims — as  was  Father  Campas — of  an  extremely 
clever  and  subtle  system;  and  are  worthy  of  our 
sympathy,  and  sometimes  of  our  sincere  respect. 

There  are  not  a  few  good  men  among  this  class, 
and  many  noble  women  who  would  gladly  welcome 
the  truth,  did  it  but  shine  on  them.  Our  attitude 
should  be  one  of  real  compassion  towards  such, 
for  our  warfare  is  not  against  monks  and  nuns,  but 
against  the  satanic  delusion,  the  awful  system,  that 
uses  them  as  mere  pawns  in  the  game  of  shutting 
out  the  light  of  the  Gospel  from  these  nations  fast 
bound  in  misery  and  iron. 

That  the  foregoing  pages  may  arouse  some 
practical  interest  in  the  value  of  Bible  work  in 
Catholic  lands,  and  may  lead  many  carefully  to  con- 
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sider  the  prospects  which  such  a  splendid  ministry 
offers  to  all  who  may  at  this  most  opportune  time 
turn  their  thoughts  to  the  great  field  of  Brazil — the 
third  largest  country  in  the  world — is  the  prayer 
of  the  Author. 


CHAPTER    XIX 

REMINISCENCES  :    OR,    HOW   IT  COMMENCED 

WHEN  in  the  year  1892  I  sailed  for  Brazil  with 
a  contract  on  a  large  Brazilian  Railway 
Company,  I  little  dreamed  what  a  varied  and 
adventuresome  career  lay  before  me. 

On  arriving  in  Brazil  I  made  a  bad  start  by 
being  shut  up  for  the  night  in  a  wretched  hole  of 
a  Brazilian  prison,  in  the  interior,  on  a  false  charge 
of  sedition.  The  hours  that  I  spent  in  that  cell, 
herded  with  criminals  and  men  of  a  very  repug 
nant  type,  were  so  wretched  and  full  of  fearful 
presentiment,  that  I  vowed,  if  I  escaped,  to 
leave  Brazil  by  the  next  steamer.  Happily  the 
error  was  discovered.  I  was  unceremoniously 
released  next  morning,  and  deferred  my  original 
resolution. 

I  have  always  felt  a  deep  sympathy  for  prisoners 
since  that  occasion ;  and  strange  to  say,  some  eight 
years  later,  I  preached  the  Gospel  to  a  company 
of  convicts  in  that  selfsame  prison,  though  this 
time  I  was  on  the  right  side  of  the  prison  bars. 
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Several  years  later  I  found  myself  on  a  large 
British  gold  mining  establishment  in  the  State  of 
Minas  Geraes,  and  there  held  the  position  of  Assay 
Officer — an  exceedingly  interesting  occupation,  and 
with  excellent  prospects  for  the  future;  but,  I  was 
not  a  Christian. 

I  believed  in  God,  read  the  Bible,  prayed,  was  an 
abstainer,  neither  smoked  nor  gambled — and  that 
on  a  mining  camp.  I  had  been  "-baptized"  and 
confirmed;  but  I  knew  absolutely  nothing  about 
conversion  or  the  need  of  it.  In  my  inner  con 
sciousness  I  knew  something  was  lacking ;  and  in 
my  own  blind  way,  I  groped  after  it  yearningly. 

One  day  I  heard  that  a  new  man  had  joined  the 
staff  in  the  humble  capacity  of  typist.  He  was  a 
Canadian  named  Young,  and  it  was  said  he  was  a 
missionary,  which  fact,  from  all  I  had  seen  of  the 
missionaries  who  occasionally  visited  the  mine  camp, 
inclined  me  to  despise  him  at  once. 

I  was  surprised  to  notice,  however,  that  he  did 
not  smoke,  that  he  was  an  abstainer,  and,  still  more, 
that  he  looked  happy  about  his  religion,  and  was 
never  so  glad  as  when  he  talked  about  it.  Then 
one  day  he  told  me  the  story  of  his  life,  how  from 
being  a  besotted  drunkard,  a  notorious  fighter, 
and  a  gambler,  he  was  suddenly  and  completely 
changed  in  one  short  hour;  that  the  miraculous 
change  lasted,  and  that  eventually  he  became  an 
Evangelist  in  a  New  York  Bowery  Mission.  He 
always  talked  about  being  saved  and  happy,  and 
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looked  it  every  inch.  He  was  a  marvel  to  me. 
There  was  no  denying  his  sincerity  and  the  reality 
of  his  testimony;  and  my  own  experience  became 
more  threadbare  and  unsatisfactory  in  comparison. 

I  had  just  before  persuaded  the  Mine  Superin 
tendent  to  have  the  old  abandoned  Mine  Chapel 
furbished  up  and  re-whitewashed,  with  the  idea 
of  inaugurating  Sunday  night  services.  I  induced 
the  Chief  Engineer  (a  regular  old  sinner,  by  the  way) 
to  read  the  Prayer  Book  Service,  and  the  Electrical 
Engineer  played  the  organ ;  while  I  rather  plumed 
myself  on  my  rendering  of  the  first  and  second 
lessons.  Of  course,  there  was  no  sermon.  These 
meetings  were  voted  a  great  social  success,  and  were 
continued  every  Sunday  for  the  benefit  of  the 
English  community. 

Soon  after  Mr.  Young's  arrival,  I  was  so  impressed 
by  his  testimony  that  with  great  difficulty  I  ob 
tained  permission  for  him  to  preach  in  the  "  conse 
crated  "  chapel.  There  was  a  big  turn  out  to  hear 
him ;  but  as  the  audience  was  a  critically  orthodox 
one,  and  the  preacher  was  nervous,  everybody  voted 
it  a  complete  fiasco.  Very  disappointed,  I  felt 
bound  to  admit  it  was  not  what  I  had  hoped ;  but 
somehow  the  text  stuck  in  my  mind,  and  would  not 
be  dislodged,  until  it  had  set  in  motion  a  train  of 
thoughts  that  eventually  led  to  my  conversion. 
The  text  was  from  John  xvi.  8  :  "  And  when  He  is 
come,  He  shall  convince  the  world  of  sin."  I  had 
never  before  realized  that  there  was  a  Holy  Ghost. 
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I  became  very  despondent  and  dissatisfied,  and 
tried  to  find  relief  by  indulging  in  long  horseback 
rides  among  the  hills  and  torrents  of  the  surround 
ing  country,  styled  by  Burton  the  "  highlands  of 
Brazil." 

One  day  as  I  raced  along  a  narrow  pathway  that 
margined  a  mountain  stream,  riding  carelessly,  and 
with  a  loose  rein,  my  pony  drove  his  foot  into  a 
hole,  and  came  down  with  a  crash.  -  As  I  was  flung 
through  the  air,  I  realized  to  my  horror  that  one 
foot  was  fast  held  in  the  stirrup  iron. 

My  pony  was  a  notoriously  wild  and  excitable 
one ;  and  in  view  of  the  locality  where  the  fall 
occurred,  it  seemed  as  though  a  violent  and  terrible 
death  faced  me. 

By  a  Divine  intervention,  however,  the  horse 
lay  quietly,  without  a  kick,  and  gave  me  the  few 
vital  seconds  required  to  release  my  foot  from 
that  terrible  grip.  Then  I  pulled  the  animal  up; 
there  was  not  a  scratch  upon  him,  nor  anything 
that  could  naturally  explain  his  very  unwonted 
demeanour.  I  remounted  and  turned  for  home, 
very  subdued  and  considerably  shaken  up  by  the 
incident. 

"  That  was  a  near  thing,"  thought  I.  "  Had  I 
been  dragged  to  death,  I  wonder  where  my  soul 
would  be  now  ?  "  "In  Hell,"  my  conscience 
replied ;  and  I  knew  it  was  true,  and  that  my 
morality,  Bible,  and  Sunday  services  were  empty, 
idle  things.  Then  I  feared  that  because  I  had  been 
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so  good  in  my  own  and  in  other  people's  estimation, 
I  had  rendered  myself  incapable  of  being  a  claimant 
on  God's  mercy,  which,  though  open  to  the  drunken 
dissolute  miners  that  I  despised,  was  closed  against 
the  righteous  Pharisee. 

A  great  fear  seized  my  mind;  and  all  considera 
tion  of  future  prospects  and  reputation  sank  out  of 
sight,  with  the  consuming  desire  that  took  hold  of 
me  to  possess  the  truth  that  Young  knew  about. 
Life  was  so  uncertain,  and  a  hundred  dangers  and 
hazards  seemed  to  threaten  an  untimely  end  and 
eternal  fate ;  accidents  in  a  big  mine  such  as  ours 
were  terribly  common,  both  in  the  workings  far 
beneath,  nearly  a  mile  underground,  as  well  as  in 
the  vast  surface  works  and  mills — and  I  might  be 
the  next  victim ;  and  then  ?  I  shuddered  to  think 
of  the  risk  I  ran ;  and  I  spurred  on  my  horse,  in 
eager  sympathy  with  a  hot  desire  that  possessed  me, 
cost  what  it  might,  even  to  life  itself,  to  find  peace 
with  God. 

When  these  are  a  man's  thoughts  he  never  has  to 
wait  long.  If  the  pride  and  wrath  of  man  can  some 
times  provoke  a  great  manifestation  of  Divine  dis 
approval,  ten  thousand  times  more  will  the  cry  of  a 
repentant  sinner  draw  forth  the  Father's  immediate 
response,  even  though  it  were  necessary  to  perform 
some  mighty  miracle,  some  unheard-of  providence, 
such  as  the  world  had  never  heard  of,  nor  science 
could  decipher. 

Just  before  I  reached  the  private  road  that  led  to 
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my  home,  a  Philip  stood  in  the  way.  It  was  the 
aforesaid  typist,  Young.  I  dismounted  and  entered 
into  conversation  with  him,  soon  betraying  my  con 
cern  for  my  soul.  He  drew  out  a  New  Testament 
from  his  pocket  and  said,  "  Do  you  believe  this  is 
God's  Word  ?  " 

'  Yes  ;  I  never  for  one  moment  have  doubted  it," 
I  replied  sincerely. 

"  Do  you  believe  that  'God  is  faithful  and 
just '  ?  "  he  replied. 

I  stared  at  him  a  moment,  and  said  with  emphasis, 
"  Of  course  I  do  !  " 

Looking  me  fully  in  the  face — "Then  if  you 
have  no  knowledge  of  the  forgiveness  of  sins,  there 
is  only  one  person  in  the  world  to  blame,  and  that 
is  Frederick  Charles  Glass ;  for  here  it  affirms,  '  If 
we  confess  our  sins,  He  is  faithful  and  just  to 
forgive  us  our  sins,  and  to  cleanse  us  from  all 
unrighteousness.'  ' 

I  felt  astounded;  how  simple  it  suddenly  appeared. 
To  think  that  as  a  good  Churchman  I  knew  that 
verse  so  well,  and  yet  had  never  applied  it  to  my 
own  personal  need ! 

I  bade  him  a  hasty  good-night,  and  in  a  few 
moments  had  reached  my  home.  The  servant  took 
my  horse,  while  I  hurriedly  shut  myself  in  my  room, 
and  from  among  a  big  array  of  books,  drew  out  my 
Bible. 

Yes,  there  it  was,  as  clear  and  simple  as  could  be ; 
and  so  I  knelt  and  as  clearly  and  simply  received 
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it  for  myself.  I  arose  a  pardoned  sinner,  a  new 
creature  in  Jesus  Christ,  on  the  20th  of  June 
1897. 

Soon  after  this  I  began  to  feel  that  I  had  been 
saved  for  a  purpose  —  higher  and  greater  than 
gold  testing  and  refining;  also  that  God  had  a 
special  purpose  in  bringing  me  to  Brazil.  But 
the  thought  chilled  me  that  no  Missionary  Society 
would  accept  me.  I  had  had  no  training  for 
Gospel  work ;  I  was  no  Portuguese  scholar ;  I 
was  too  timid;  and,  finally,  I  was  quite  unable 
to  face  the  privation  and  hardships  which  I  knew 
belonged  to  the  life  of  a  real  missionary.  But 
I  could  not  escape  the  conviction  as  to  my 
duty;  until  one  day  Satan  reminded  me  that  I 
had  a  four  years'  contract  with  the  Mining  Com 
pany,  and  two  and  a  half  years  of  it  yet  to  be 
completed.  As  a  Christian  I  must,  of  course,  keep 
my  contract.  It  seemed  such  a  very  righteous  and 
satisfactory  solution  to  an  awkward  situation! 
But  it  was  a  cowardly  and  faithless  one,  for  the 
Lord  can  remove  such  little  difficulties  when  we 
are  ready  to  obey  Him. 

So  I  hid  away  behind  the  contract ;  and,  thought 
I,  it  will  be  two  and  a  half  years  before  I  need  con 
cern  myself  about  the  question,  and  then — perhaps 
the  Lord  will  not  want  me.  It  was  a  true  supposi 
tion  ;  if  the  Lord  calls  us  to-day,  and  we  harden  our 
hearts,  He  may  not  call  us  to-morrow,  to  our  eternal 
loss. 
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Just  at  this  time,  there  was  also  another  matter 
which  imperilled  my  future  ministry. 

I  had  been  brought  to  see,  by  what  seemed  to  me 
to  be  the  irresistible  logic  of  God's  Word,  and  the 
corresponding  logic  of  my  own  reason,  that  the 
Creator  and  Saviour  wills  to  be  the  Healer  of 
His  people;  that  this  most  essential  part  of  our 
existence,  bodily  health,  was  also  affected  by  the 
Redemption ;  and  that  God's  people  were  not  neces 
sarily  to  be  at  the  mercy  of  the  half-dozen  schools 
of  medical  thought,  all  pulling  in  different  directions 
— the  Allopath,  the  Homoeopath,  the  Osseopath,  the 
Electropath,  the  Cold-water-path,  and  the  thousand- 
and-one  "  infallible  "  quack  nostrums,  good,  bad, 
and  indifferent,  all  at  war  with  each  other,  yet  all, 
forsooth,  "  God's  means." 

"  Who  giveth  us  life  and  breath  and  all  things." 
It  seemed  to  me  that  "  life  and  breath  "  were  so  very 
intimately  related  to  health,  that  so  desirable  and 
essential  a  blessing  should  naturally  be  included  in 
the  "all  things " ;  and  Matt.  viii.  deciding  for  me  that 
it  was  so  included,  I  pitched  my  Homoeopathic  outfit 
into  the  river.  I  have  since  proved  the  reality  of 
His  power  to  heal  and  to  preserve  during  seventeen 
years  of  travel  and  endurance  under  hard  and  trying 
conditions,  and  have  found  that  it  works.  For  me 
it  is  not  merely  a  doctrine,  but  also  a  practical, 
satisfactory,  and  blessed  solution  of  a  bondage  and 
danger  from  which  Christ  died  to  save  us. 

Even  Satan  perceives  the  logic  of  the  situation. 
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He  offers  us  his  counterfeit  healing  by  "Christian 
Science  " — falsely  so  called — provided,  of  course, 
we  dishonour  the  Son  of  God,  and  deny  the  virtue 
of  His  precious  blood.  There  is  no  gift  the  enemy 
cannot  counterfeit,  and  will  not  freely  grant  us, 
provided  there  is  some  corresponding  surrender 
on  our  part  of  vital  ground  where  he  can  entrench 
himself,  and  from  which  he  can  extend  his  operations. 

So  it  happened  that  I  took  this  new  stand,  but 
with  much  trepidation  lest  my  colleagues  on  the 
mine  should  hear  of  it,  for  I  judged  they  would 
certainly  deem  me  mad. 

My  conversion  was  enough;  but  this,  I  knew, 
would  lay  me  open  to  very  much  criticism,  and 
worse,  and  I  wanted  to  avoid  it.  I  resolved  to 
keep  it  very  quietly  to  myself,  and  fervently  hoped 
that  my  faith  would  never  be  tested  in  such  a  way 
that  I  should  need  to  declare  my  position. 

This  was  another  cowardly  attitude  that  God 
could  not  honour.  So  it  happened  that  shortly 
afterwards,  while  making  some  experiments  with  an 
arsenical  ore,  I  was  violently  poisoned  with  arsen- 
ureted  hydrogen.  I  tried  to  disguise  the  fact, 
and  hoped  the  Lord  would  heal  me;  but  I  grew 
rapidly  worse ;  and  then  my  friends  became  alarmed, 
and  sent  the  mine  doctor  to  see  me.  After  a  casual 
examination,  he  said  he  would  send  me  a  couple  of 
bottles  of  some  stuff  or  other  which  I  was  to  take  in 
such  and  such  a  manner.  Then  tremblingly  I 
realized  that  I  had  to  speak  out,  or  be  for  ever 
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silent;  and  that  if  I  went  back  on  this  convic 
tion,  every  other  vital  one  might  go  with  it.  So 
I  stammered  out  some  excuse.  "What,"  roared 
the  doctor,  "  trusting  the  Lord !  not  want  my 
medicines  ?  "  and  I  could  see  he  thought  my 
brain  had  softened.  "  You  won't  find  that  in  the 
Bible,"  he  proceeded  in  a  confident  tone,  as  he 
noticed  the  book  at  my  side.  "  Oh,  excuse  me," 
I  rejoined,  "  that  is  just  where  I  do  .find  it ! "  and  I 
read  him  the  passage  referred  to,  also  the  well- 
known  one  from  James,  at  which  he  stamped  out 
of  the  room  in  a  fume. 

Then  the  Superintendent  came  round  and  tried  to 
talk  me  out  of  it,  but  all  in  vain.  Others  appeared 
and  tried  their  hand;  and  finally  the  Superin 
tendent's  wife  took  my  hand  and  begged  me 
in  my  mother's  name  not  to  give  way  to  this 
madness.  In  sheer  despair  and  weakness  I  could 
only  turn  my  face  to  the  wall.  I  was  carried  up 
to  the  hospital  to  die  of  Bright's  disease — so  the 
doctor  thought ;  and,  had  I  allowed  him  to  treat 
me  for  it,  I  should  never  have  had  this  book  to 
write. 

My  relatives  were  cabled  to,  to  prepare  them 
for  the  news  of  my  death,  which  seemed  only  the 
matter  of  a  few  days  or  hours. 

And  then,  when  almost  reduced  to  a  skeleton,  by 
the  power  of  God  I  began  to  recover,  and  a  few 
weeks  later  I  left  the  hospital,  a  mere  shadow  of 
my  former  self,  and  an  object  of  pity  to  all  my  old 
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friends.  Of  those  who  get  poisoned  as  I  was,  perhaps 
scarcely  one  in  a  hundred  escapes. 

Shortly  after,  I  had  a  long  talk  with  the  Super 
intendent.  "  You  know,  Glass,"  said  he,  "  the 
doctor  and  I  have  talked  things  over,  and  he  says 
you  must  go  home  as  soon  as  you  are  a  little  stronger, 
and  be  nursed  up,  though  you  will  never  be  well 
and  strong  enough  to  return  to  Brazil.  The 
Directors  at  home  will  consider  your  case  sym 
pathetically  so  far  as  your  contract  is  concerned,  and 
we  will  consider  that  as  cancelled  forthwith." 

With  all  this  I  quite  agreed.  In  my  condition 
as  it  was  then,  there  seemed  no  other  alternative ; 
I  felt  very  sorry  for  myself. 

But,  strange  to  say,  immediately  that  contract 
was  cancelled,  I  began  to  recover  health  and  strength 
with  miraculous  rapidity.  Everybody  was  amazed ; 
and  in  a  few  weeks  I  was  as  healthy  and  well  coloured 
as  ever  in  my  life. 

Then  I  had  to  face  the  vital  question  of  service 
once  more,  with  no  contract  to  hide  behind,  and 
after  a  considerable  struggle  I  surrendered. 

My  first-class  passage  home  had  been  booked, 
but  I  refused  to  sail.  They  tried  to  renew  my  con 
tract  terms.  I  declined  to  agree  to  it,  and  I  left 
the  mine,  not  knowing  what  I  could  do,  or  where  I 
should  go. 

Immediately  the  way  opened  up  before  me. 
Mountainous  difficulties  vanished  like  thin  air, 
and  all  my  misgivings  proved  to  be  foolishness,  when 

20 


154  THE  BIBLE  IN  BRAZIL 

the  Lord  took  me  in  hand  Himself.  Right  ready 
to  hand,  I  found  I  had  a  God-given  capacity  to  sell 
Bibles — a  thing  I  had  never  dreamt  of  doing  before. 
It  proved  the  happiest  time  of  my  life.  Hesitant, 
slow  to  perceive,  and  of  little  faith,  I  fear  I  have 
ever  been  since  :  but  when  it  has  come  to  the  test, 
I  have  been  willing  to  let  Him  have  His  way  in  me ; 
and  to  His  long-suffering  patience  and  goodness 
alone  is  due  the  extraordinary  fact  that  He  has 
been  able  to  use  my  weakness  and  foolishness  to 
His  praise  and  glory. 


CHAPTER   XX 

A  UNIVERSAL  STEWARDSHIP 
BY  B.  W.  R. 

"  Ask  of  Me,  and  I  will  give  Thee  the  nations  for  Thine 
inheritance,  and  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth  for  Thy 
possession. "-— Ps.  ii.  8  (R.V.). 

"  For  the  kingdom  of  Heaven  is  as  a  man  travelling  into 
a  far  country,  who  called  His  own  servants,  and  delivered 
unto  them  His  goods."— MATT.  xxv.  14. 

THE  purpose  of  this  article  is  to  call  attention 
to  the  duty  of  every  Christian  man  and 
woman  to  utilize  to  the  utmost  this  incalculable 
force  God  has  placed  at  our  disposal,  and  in  con 
nection  with  at  least  one  part  of  the  vineyard — the 
Continent  of  South  America — to  aid  more  of  God's 
people  to  take  up  the  ministry  of  prayer  as  a  strong 
and  steady  work  for  Christ,  and  not  as  the  feeble 
spasmodic  effort  it  is  so  often  suffered  to  become. 

Most  of  us  have  felt  the  difficulty  of  exercising 
really  continuous  prayer  ;  our  busy  lives,  thronging 
duties,  and  pressing  calls  are  constantly  robbing 
us  of  the  time  we  want  for  God,  and  often  the 
petition  we  meant,  and  perhaps  were  pledged  to 
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urge,  is  never  made,  or  finds  the  merest  mention  in 
a  hurried  moment  before  the  Throne.  A  pledge 
for  daily  prayer  is  not  the  object  of  the  Prayer 
Circles  for  South  America,  but  instead,  the  conse 
cration  of  a  definite  time  at  regular  intervals,  when 
those  who,  knowing  of  the  Fifty  Million  sin-bound, 
helpless  lives,  passing  on  unwarned,  unsought, 
unsaved,  till  they  reach  the  great  Judgment  Day, 
may  meet  together  to  "  stand  in  the  gap  "  for  them 
before  God. 

To  consolidate  the  growth  of  such  Prayer  Circles, 
and  more  fully  define  the  work  of  those  whom 
God  is  thus  leading  into  the  ranks  of  His  "  remem 
brancers,"  the  following  sketch  of  principle  and 
practice  has  been  drawn  out  : — 

WHAT  A   PRAYER   CIRCLE   IS 

Simply  a  homely  fireside  meeting,  in  which  social 
distinctions  and  Church  differences  being  laid  aside, 
believers  may  unite  regularly  on  the  common 
footing  of  a  universal  stewardship,  especially  to 
pray  that  God  will  cause  His  salvation  to  be  revealed 
in  South  America. 

For  the  evangelization  of  the  world  there  lies 
behind  the  pressing  need  of  men  and  money,  the 
still  deeper,  though  more  silent,  need  of  continuous, 
prevailing  prayer,  which  alone  can  breathe  the 
quickening  life  of  God  into  every  effort  and  every 
undertaking — a  need  which  cannot  be  hidden  or 
glossed  over,  much  less  supplied  by  any  abundance 
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of  fleshly  energy ;  and  it  is  in  recognition  of  this 
fact  that  Prayer  Circles,  formed  under  the  constraint 
of  the  Spirit  of  God,  are  regarded  as  the  deepest, 
most  powerful,  and  most  practical  channel  into 
which  missionary  interest  at  home  can  be  directed. 

BEFORE   JOINING 

God  "  seeth  in  secret "  ;  and  to  prevail  in  prayer, 
motive  and  purpose  must  be  absolutely  real  and 
true  before  Him.  If,  therefore,  we  desire  to  have 
power  with  our  Father,  and  to  make  our  influence 
felt  for  Christ  in  South  America,  each  one  must 
needs  take  up  the  work  of  intercession  thoroughly, 
as  His  servant,  and  in  no  half-hearted  spirit.  No 
one  should  enter  upon  it  unless  sure  the  Spirit  of 
Jesus  is  pressing  them  into  it ;  but  once  satisfied 
it  is  part  of  the  work  HE  has  for  us  to  do,  the  time 
needed  for  the  "  Circle  "^  should  be  definitely  set 
apart  for  His  use — remembering  it  is  God's  time, 
not  ours — and  the  fence  drawn  very  jealously 
round  it.  If  we  mean  only  to  devote  such  time 
as  we  can  spare  when  we  have  nothing  better  to 
do,  we  become  a  source  of  weakness  rather  than 
strength  to  those  associated  with  us  in  this  mighty 
work. 

In  counting  the  cost  it  is  well  to  remember  also 
that  the  "  Circles  "  will  certainly  be  God's  chief 
recruiting  ground  for  the  front,  and  one  of  the 
principal  sources  from  which  the  maintenance  of 
His  work  is  likely  to  be  drawn;  we  all,  therefore, 
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must  hold  ourselves  ready  should  He  call  upon  us 
for  any  portion  of  the  service,  for  the  truly  powerful 
"  Circle  "  is  the  one  in  which  the  members  are  most 
completely  yielded  to  His  use. 

HOW  TO   FORM   A  CIRCLE 

Where  little  or  no  missionary  interest  exists, 
perhaps  the  most  helpful  plan  is  to  endeavour  to 
arouse  it  by  means  of  a  public  or.  drawing-room 
meeting,  in  which  the  needs  of  the  field  can  be 
set  forth.  In  such  case  the  Secretary  of  the  Mission 
would  always  be  glad  to  try  and  arrange  for  a 
speaker. 

Where  interest  has  already  been  awakened,  the 
most  direct  way  of  acting,  after  being  satisfied  that 
God  would  have  us  go  forward,  is  to  call  a  preliminary 
meeting  of  those  known  or  thought  to  have  been 
stirred  about  the  work ;  the  needs  and  responsi 
bilities  can  then  be  explained,  and  also  the  Divine 
possibilities  attached  to  believing  prayer  offered 
in  the  NAME  or  CHARACTER  of  Jesus  Christ,  at  the 
same  time  letting  all  see  what  joining  a  "  Circle  " 
may  involve.  If  any  are  willing  to  proceed,  arrange 
ments  for  future  gatherings  can  be  decided  upon, 
and  before  leaving,  each  one  should  definitely 
make  their  covenant  with  God  about  the  work 
undertaken. 

WHERE   TO   MEET 

"  No  place  like  home  "  might  well  be  our  motto 
in  this  respect,  and  if  a  Christian  home  is  available, 
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where  all  can  come  together  on  a  common  basis, 
the  meetings  are  likely  to  have  a  closer  fellowship, 
and  a  deeper  reality,  besides  being  less  exposed  to 
any  stiffness  or  formalism,  than  if  held  in  public 
or  semi-public  buildings.  It  is  worth  while  seeking 
a  home  for  every  "Circle";  but  if,  as  sometimes 
happens,  this  really  is  not  practicable,  the  alter 
native  will  generally  be  found  in  a  room  in  some 
church,  school,  or  institution  building. 

WHEN   TO   MEET 

This  must  necessarily  rest  with  each  "  Circle." 
If  possible,  a  two  hours'  gathering  every  fortnight 
should  be  arranged  for,  as  with  a  meeting  held  less 
frequently,  it  is  difficult  to  keep  in  that  close  touch 
and  sympathy  with  the  needs  so  essential  if  the  heart 
is  to  be  deeply  exercised  in  prayer. 

LIMIT  OF   NUMBERS 

For  an  ordinary  "  Circle,"  the  largest  number 
of  members  should  be  twelve,  while  two  or  three  are 
sufficient  to  commence  with.  If  more  than  twelve 
are  present,  it  becomes  difficult  for  all  to  take  part 
in  prayer,  and  often  the  most  spiritual,  because 
the  most  humble,  are  crowded  out,  whilst  the  fellow 
ship  and  unity  become  less  close  and  real ;  these 
should  never  be  sacrificed  to  the  desire  for  a  large 
meeting,  but  rather  let  a  new  "  Circle  "  branch  off 
from  the  first. 
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RELATION   TOWARDS    HEADQUARTERS 

In  order  that  intelligent  prayer  may  be  offered, 
the  mission  undertakes  to  keep  each  of  the  "  Circles  " 
acquainted  with  the  needs  of  the  work  both  on  the 
field  and  at  home,  this  being  done  by  forwarding 
letters  for  each  meeting.  It  thus  becomes  necessary 
that  the  "  Circles  "  maintain  a  close  constant  touch 
with  the  Secretary  of  the  Missio'n,  keeping  him 
advised  of  all  matters  of  interest,  dates  of 
meeting,  etc.,  one  member  in  each  "  Circle/'  the 
leader,  if  possible,  being  deputed  to  look  after 
this  work. 

RELATION  TOWARDS  OTHER  MEETINGS 

The  field  of  prayer  offered  by  the  needs  of  South 
America  being  already  so  enormous,  it  is  felt  that 
wherever  possible  each  "  Circle,"  while  in  deepest 
sympathy  with  all  similar  work,  should  stand  alone  ; 
i.e.  it  should  not  be  added  to,  or  made  to  depend 
upon,  a  prayer  meeting  existing  for  other  purposes. 
Such  a  compromise  could  only  produce  feebleness 
and  loss  of  concentration  on  both  sides. 

HOW  TO   CONDUCT 

Whilst  one  of  the  most  important,  this  is  neces 
sarily  an  extremely  difficult  subject  to  approach ;  but 
it  will  generally  be  conceded  that  one  of  the  first 
requisites  is  a  spiritually  minded  and  practical 
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leader,  in  whom  all  the  members  have  entire  con 
fidence  ;  in  young  "  Circles  "  especially,  the  choice 
should  not  be  made  hurriedly — let  the  meeting  be 
given  up  to  the  Spirit  of  God,  and  He  will  press  the 
right  one  into  the  place. 

While  the  Divine  presence  should  be  earnestly 
sought  at  the  opening  of  each  meeting,  ideas  will 
probably  differ  as  to  the  use  of  hymns,  an  appro 
priate  passage  of  Scripture,  etc.  These  external 
differences  are  of  little  moment,  but  ADDRESSES 
AND  DISCUSSIONS  SHOULD  BE  AVOIDED  as  taking 
up  time  consecrated  to  a  higher  purpose. 

Before  the  prayers  are  offered,  the  letters,  or  such 
portion  of  them  as  time  permits,  should  be  read  aloud; 
after  which  the  leader  should  briefly  sum  up  the 
subjects  for  prayer,  laying  special  stress  upon  special 
needs  ;  and,  remembering  that  the  design  of  a  prayer 
meeting  should  be  to  bring  Christians  to  the  point 
to  pray  for  a  definite  object,  he  should  bring  the 
objects  to  be  prayed  for  directly  before  the  minds  of 
those  present,  for  we  can  no  more  pray  without 
having  our  thoughts  concentrated  than  we  can  do 
anything  else.  An  aimless  prayer  meeting  must 
always  be  powerless  and  feeble. 

Every  member  should  pray  in  turn,  and  concentra 
tion  and  defmiteness  be  made  the  object  of  each  one. 
While  basing  our  petitions  upon  some  promise  or 
principle  as  a  ground  for  expectation,  long  intro 
ductions,  and  anything  like  preaching  or  expounding 
in  prayer  should  be  strongly  discouraged.  Repeti- 
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tions  of  another's  prayer  should  also  be  avoided 
unless  the  request  is  to  be  specially  urged.  The 
leader  will  need  to  constantly  guard  against  the  in 
troduction  of  irrelevant  subjects,  generalities,  and 
the  temptation  to  spend  time  in  praying  for  greater 
blessing  for  ourselves,  to  the  exclusion  of  the  glorious 
purpose  for  which  we  are  met  before  God. 

Further,  it  is  advisable  that  a  definite  portion  of 
each  meeting  should  be  allotted  to  prayer,  and  no 
encroachments  on  such  time  allowed.  It  is  better 
to  curtail  everything  else  than  to  sacrifice  the  time 
for  prayer,  which  alone  really  profits,  and  makes 
itself  felt  "  even  to  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth.' 

Where  thought  desirable,  it  is  suggested  that 
special  petitions  should  be  entered,  with  their  dates,  in 
a  book  kept  for  the  purpose,  and  the  date  of  the 
answers  being  written  against  them  as  granted.  A 
record  like  this  would,  in  time,  prove  a  glorious 
witness  to  God's  faithfulness  toward  those  who  wait 
on  Him,  and  would  be  a  never-failing  source  for  the 
renewal  of  the  strength  and  confidence  of  each  one 
in  the  "  Circle." 

AGGRESSIVE  WORK 

The  "  Circles  "  should  be  the  channels  through 
which  the  fulness  of  the  Divine  power  may  find  ex 
pression,  both  in  the  Mission  Field  and  among  the 
Home  Churches,  and  all  should  be  alive  to  watch  for, 
and  grasp,  the  opportunities  He  gives  of  extending 
His  Kingdom  in  both  directions. 
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GIVING 

The  gifts  of  the  "  Circles  "  should  be  wholly  free 
will  offerings — spontaneous,  without  constraint — 
and  the  opportunity  of  united  giving  ought  to  be 
regularly  afforded  at  such  intervals  as  best  suit  each 
"  Circle  "  ;  the  amount,  whether  large  or  small,  being 
sent  every  quarter  to  the  Treasurer  of  the  Mission 
to  be  placed  to  whatever  fund  the  givers  desire. 

The  question  of  giving,  although  forming  the  test 
of  sincerity  and  faith  alike,  is  always  a  delicate  one ; 
but  we  are  so  constantly  forgetting  to  ask  the  OWNER 
as  to  the  use  of  which  His  property  is  to  be  put,  that 
we  need  to  study  our  position  in  this  work  very 
carefully.  In  our  "  Circles  "  we  meet  to  ask  God  for 
more  labourers,  and  for  means  for  their  support ; 
should  we  refuse  to  offer  Him  first  the  lives  and 
means  He  has  entrusted  to  us,  we  are  simply  asking 
that  He  will  sacrifice  the  lives  and  money  of  others 
in  the  missionary  cause,  whilst  come  to  us  for 
sacrifice  or  self-denial  He  must  not  !  Surely  such 
prayer  in  His  sight  would  stand  revealed  in  all  its 
mock  piety  and  sham. 

RESULTS  ATTAINABLE 

Brought  into  partnership,  and  made  free  in  Christ 
to  draw  on  all  our  Father's  measureless  resources,  to 
estimate  the  full  results  of  prevailing  prayer  would 
carry  us  out  of  time  and  into  eternity. 

But  it  is  possible  to  us  now  to  pray  life  into  sleeping 
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souls,  manhood  into  slaves,  truth  into  darkened 
minds,  and  sight  into  sightless  eyes  ;  we  can  pray 
away  the  mists  of  superstition  and  the  mountains  of 
difficulty  ;  we  can  pray  closed  doors  open  ;  we  can 
strengthen  many  a  wavering  convert,  and  refresh 
many  a  weary  worker  ;  we  can  supply  many  a  long- 
felt  need ;  we  can  pray  out  the  reign  of  hell  and 
death,  and  pray  in  the  reign  of  Christ  and  life ;  we 
can  pray  open  the  windows  of  heaven  and  make  the 
dream  of  righteousness  a  glorious  reality  in  the 
earth.  May  God  make  us  faithful  to  Christ  in  the 
discharge  of  this  Divine  Stewardship. 
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